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To  the  Right  Honourable 

LAWRENCE, 

EARL  of  ROCHESTER,  &c 

My  Lord, 

THE  Authors  of  this  Toem^  prefent  it  humbly  to  your 
Lordfhips  Patronage ^  if  you  (hall  think,  it  worthy  of 
that  honour.  \  It  has  already  been  a  Confejfor  y  and 
')^as  almojl'  made  a  Martyr  for  the  ^oyal  Caufe.    fBut  having 
food  two  Tryals  from  its  Enemies^  one  before  it  wasAHedy  am 
other  in  the  ^prefentation^  and  haVmg  been  in  both  acquitted^ 
'tis  now  to  jland  the  ^uhlick  Cenfure  in  the  reading :  Wloerc 
fincey  of  neceffityy  it  must  have  the  fame  Enemies y  '^e  hope  it 
may  alfo  find  the  fame  Friends  ;  and  therein  "^e  are  fecure  not 
only  of  the  greater  lumber y  but  of  the  more  HoneH  and  Loyal 
Tarty.    We  only  expefled  bare  JuUice  hi  the  Termiffion  to  haV^ 
it  Afied  j  and  that  we  had^  after  a  feyere  and  long  Examina^ 
tiony  from  an  Upright  and  knowing  Judgey  l^ho  haVmg  heard 
both  fides  ,  and  examin  d  the  Merits  of  the  Caufe  in  a  flriEl 
perufal  of  the  Tlay^  gave  Sentence  for  uSy  that  it^as  neither  d 
Libely  nor  a  Tarallel  of  particular  Terfons.    Jn  the  ^prefen^ 
tation  it  felf  it  was  perfecuted  with  fo  notorious  J/Halice  by  one 
fidey  that  it  procurd  us  theTartiality  of  the  other  ;  fo  that  the 
Favour  more  than  recompencd  the  Prejudice :  And  'tis  happier 
to  have  been  favd  {if  fo  we  were)  by  the  Indulgence  of  our 
good  and  faithful  Felloli7-SubjefiSy  than  by  our  oD^nVeferts ; 
becaufe  thereby  the  Ipeaknefs  of  the  FaElion  is  difcoVerdy  l0hicJy 
in  USy  at  that  timeyattacKd  the  Government  y  and  flood  combindy 
like  the  Members  of  the  ^bellious  League  y  againfl  the  Laivful 
SoVeraign  Authority.  To  what  Topique  will  they  haVe  recourfey 
when  they  are  manifeflly  be-aten  from  their  chief  (Po/?,  ^vhich  hoi 

A  X  always 


Epistle  Dedicatory. 

almys  been  To[>ularlty,  and  Majority  of  Voices  ?  They  will  tell 
w.  That  the  Voices  of  a  Teople  are  not  to  he  gather  d  maTlay' 
Boufe ;  and  yet  even  there,  the  Enemies  as  well  04  Friends  have 
free  Jdmiffion ;  but  whtle  our  Argument  Tt>as  ferViceable  to  their 
Interejis,  they  coud  boajl  that  the  Theaters  latere  Truefrotefiant, 
and  came  infultingto  the  flays,  where  their  own  Triumphs  were 
reprefented.     'But  let  them  now  affure  themfebes,  that  they  can 
make  the  major  part  of  no  AffemUy,  except  it  he  a  Meeting- 
Houfe.    Their  Tyde  of  ^Popularity  is  pnt ,  and  the  natural 
Current  of  Obedience  is  in  jpight  of  them,  at  lafi  prevalent.  In 
which,  my  Lord,  after  the  mrctfulfroVtdence  of  God  ,  the 
unpaken  \efolutim.  Mid  p)-udent  Carriage  of  the  King,  and  the 
inviolable  tuty,  and  manifejl  Innocence  of  his  %oyal  Htgh- 
nefs,  the  prudent  cManagement  of  theUmijlers  is  alfo  moB 
con^icuoM.    I  am  not  particular  in  this  (Commendation ,  bee aufe 
I  am  unwilling  to  raifeEnvy  to  yourLordfJy'ip,  who  are  too  jujl 
-  not  to  deftre  "thatfraife  fhoudbe  communicated  to  others,  fvhtch. 
was  the  common  Endeavor  and  Co-operation  of  all.  'Tis  enough, 
my  Lord,  that  your  own  fart  was  neither  obfcure  in  it,  nor  un- 
ha;^ardom.    And  if  ever  this  excellent   government  fo  well 
efiablijh'd  by  the  Wifdomof  our  Forefathers,  and  fo  much  fha- 
ken  by  the  Folly  of  this  Age,  (hall  recover  its  ancient  Splendor, 
fofierity  cannot  be  fo  ungrateful,  as  to  forgot  thofe,  Upho  in 
the  Tforfi  of  Times ,  have  food  undaunted  by  their  King  and 
Countrey,  and  for  the  Safeguard  of  both,  have  expos' d  themfelves 
to  the  malice  offalfe  Patriots,  and  the  madnefs  of  an  headftrong 
%abhk.    'But  fence  this  glorious  Work  is  yet  mfinifh'd,  and 
though  we  have  reafon  to  hope  l^ell  of  the  fuccefs,yet  the  Event 
depends  on  the  nnfearchahle 'Providence  of  Almighty  God, 'tis  no 
time  to  raifeTrophees,-Sphile  theViBory  is  in  dij}ute  :  but  every 
man  by  your  example,  to  contribute  what  is  in  his  power,  to  mam- 
tain  fo  mslaCaufe,  on  ft^hich  depends  the  future  Settlement  and 
J  J  ■>  '  (Proprity 
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^rofpertty  of  Three  Nations.  The  Tilots  Grayer  to  Neptune 
Tib^  not  amijsj  in  the  middle  of  the  Storm:  Thou  may 'ft  do 
with  me  J  0  Neptune^  what  thou  pleafeft,  but  I  will  be 
fure  to  hold  faft  the  Rudder.  We  are  to  truft firmly  m  the 
Deity  ^  hut  Jo  ct/S  not  to  forget^  that  he  commonly  works  by  fecond 
Caufes^  and  admits  of  our  Endeavors  with  his  concurrence.  For 
our  own  parts  ^  Ji^e  are  fenjihle  as  we  ought  ^  how  little  we  can  con- 
tribute with  our  weak  afftjlance.  The  moU  we  can  boajiofisy 
that  are  not  fo  inconftderahle  as  to  want  Enemies^  whom  we 
hay e  raised  to  our  fehes  on  no  other  account ^  than  that  ^e  are 
jiot  of  their  number  :  and  ftnce  that's  their  Quarrel ^  they  fhall 
have  daily  occafton  to  hate  us  jnore.  'Tis  not^  my  Lord,  that 
any  man  delights  to  fee  himfelf  pafquind  and  affronted  by  their 
inveterate  ScriblerSy  but  on  the  other  fide  it  ought  to  be  our  glo^ 
ryy  that  themf elves  belieVe  not  of  m  'what  they  write,  ^eafonable 
men  are  well  fatisfi'd  for  iphofe  fakes  the  Venom  of  their  ^arty 
is  fhed  on  hecaufe  they  fee  that  at  the  fame  time^  our  Advey^ 
faries  Jpare  not  thofeto  whom  they  owe  Jllegiance  andVeneratlon. 
Their  I>ejj>alr  has  pufh'd  them  to  break  thofe  'Bonds ;  aiid  'tis 
obJerVable^  that  tlye  louver  they  are  driven^  the  more  violently  tJyey 
write :  As  Lucifer  and  his  Companions  were  only  proud  when  yfn^ 
gels  y  but  grew  malicious  when  VeVils.  Let  them  rail ^  ftnce  'tis 
the  only  folace  of  their  miferles^  and  the  only  revenge^  which  lt>e 
hope  they  no'^can  take.  ThegreateU  and  thebeH  of  men  are 
above  their  reach  ^  and  for  our  meannefs^  though  they  affault  us 
like  Foot'padders  in  the  darkythelr  Blows  haVe  done  iis  little  harm-y 
Tibe  yet  live^  to  jujlifie  OHr  f elves  in  open  day,  to  vindicate  our 
Loyalty  to  the  Government  ^  and  to  affure  your  Lord  (hip  ^  with  all 
Submiffion  and  Sincerity y  that  we  are 

Your  LORDSHIPS 

Moft  Obedient^  Faithftil  Servants, 

John  Dryden^  Nat.  Lee, 
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Written  by  Mr.  Vryden  :  Spoken  by  Mr.  Smith. 
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V  R  Flafs  a  Taralkl :  the  Holy  League 
^  Begot  our  Covenant :  Guifards  got  the  IVhigg: 
Whatever  our  hot-brained  Sheriffs  did  advance, 
Was,  lik^  our  Fajbhns,  firjl  preduc'd  i«  France  : 
And,  when  r^orn  out,  vpdl  fcourg'd,  and  bamfh  d  there. 
Sent  over,  li\e  their  godly  beggars  here. 
Cofi'd  the  fame  Tricky,  tvpice  flafd  ,  omr  Nation  gull  ^ 
It  lool^f  as  if  the  Devil  mre  grown  dull  i 
Orfervd'usup,  in  fcorn,  his  broken  Meaty 
And  thought  we  were  not  worth  a  better  Cheat. 
'XhefulfomeCovnant,  one  wou'd  think,  in  reafon^ 
Had  giv^n  us  all  our  Bellys-full  of  Ireafon  : 
And  yet,  the  Name  but  changed,  our  nafiy  Natm 
>Cbaws  its  own  Excrement,  th'  Affociatton. 
"'tis  true,  we  have  not  learn' d  their  poisoning  way^ 
For  that's  a  mode  but  newly  come  in  play  j 
Befides,  Tour  Drugs  uncertain  to  prevail  i 
But  your  true  Froteliant  can  never  fail. 
With  that  compendious  Infirument,  a  Flail. 
<3o  on  i  and  bite,  ev'n  though  the  Hook,  lies  bare  j 
Imce  in  one  Age  expel  the  lawful  Heir  : 
Once  more  decide  Religion  by  the  S wordy 
And  purchafe  for  us  a  new  Tyrant  Lord. 
Tray  for  yeur  King;  but  yet  your  Furfes  fpare; 
Maks  Him  not  Two-Fence  richer  by  yourFrayer. 
Tojhow  you  love  Him  much,  cbaflife  Him  more  i 
And  maks  Him  very  Great ^  and  very  Foor. 
Tujh  Him  to  Wars,  but  ftill  no  Fence  advances 
Let  Him  lofe  England,  to  recover  France. 
Cry  Freedom  up  with  Fopular  noifie  V otes : 
And  get  enough  to  cut  each  others  Throats,^ 
Lop  all  the  Rights  that  fence  your  Monarch  s  Ihrone^ 
For  fear  of  too  much  Fow'r,  pray  leave  Him  none. 
A  noife  was  made  of  Arbitrary  Sway  h 
But  in  Revenge,  you  Whiggs,  have  found  a  way^ 
An  Arbitrary  Duty  now  to  p^y*  ,  .    n  i. 

Let  His  own  Servants  tw^n,  to  fave  their  ft ak^e\ 
Glean  from  His  Fleniy,  and  His  JTants  forfaki.  - 
But  Ut  fome  Judas  near  His  Ferfon  flay. 
To  fwallow  ths  laft  Sof,  and  then  bctro)^ 


ilak^  London  ihdtptndant  of  the  Cronpti : 
A  Realm  apart ,  the  Kingdom  of  the  town. 
Let  Ignoramus  Juries  find  no  Traytors: 
And  Ignoramus  Toets  fcrihhk  Satyrs. 
And^  that  your  meaning  none  may  fail  to  fcan^ 
Do^  vphat  in  Coffee-houfes  you  began  j 
Full  doTPn  the  Mafter^  and  Set  up  the  Man. 


EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  the  fame  Author :  Spoken  by  Mrs.  Cvoke. 


MVCH  I'ime  and  trouble  this  poor  Play  has  coft  h 
And^  Faith^  I  doubted  once  the^  Caufe  n>as  lofl, 
let  no  one  Man  vpas  meant  >  nor  Great ^  not  Small  > 
Our.Foetr^  liks  fr^^K  Gamefters^  threvp  at  AIL 

they  took^  no  fingle  Aim :  

But^  lik^  bold  Boysy  true  to  their  frince  and  hearty^ 
Huzza* d^  and  fir^d  Broad-fides  at  the  whole  Tarty. 
Duels  are  Crimes  >  hut  n>hen  the  Cauje  is  rights 
In  Battel,  every  Man  is  hound  to  fight. 
For  Tphat  (hoH'd  hinder  Me  to  fell  my  Skin 
Dear  as  I  coH'd,  if  once  my  hand  tpere  in  ? 
Se  Defendendo  never  vpas  a  Sin, 
*Tis  a  fine  World^  my  Mafiers-y  right  or  wrong, 
the  Whiggs  muft  talk,,  and  tories  hold  their  Tongue, 

they  mufi  do  all  .  they  can—  

But  We,  Forfooth,  mufl  bear  aChriftian  rrinl  y 
And  fight,  lik^  Boys^  mthOne  Hand  ty^d  behind  y 
Nay,  and  rt>hen  one  Boy^s  dovpn,  ^tivere  wo^d^roM  nvife^ 
to  cry^  Box  fair,  and  give  him  time  to  rife. 
When  Fortune  favours^  none  hut  Fools  mil  dally  : 
Weu^d  any  of  you  Spark^^  if  Nan  or  Mally 
tipt  you  th'  inviting  Wink  >  fland  Jhall  I,  Jhall  I  ? 
A  Trimmer  crfd  ,  (  that  heard  me  tell  this  Story  ) 
Fie,  Mifirefs  Cooke  !  Faith youre  too  rank^  a  Tory  I 
Wijh  not  Whiggs  hang'd,  but  pity  their  hard  Cafes  y 
Tou  Women  love  to  fee  Men  mak^  wry  Faces, 
Tray,  Sir,  faid  I,  don't  think^  me  fuch  a  Jew  > 
/  fay  no.  more,  but  give  the  Devi  his  due. 
Lenitives,  fays  he-^  fuit  beft  with  our  Condition, 
Jack  Ketch,  fays  I,  V  an  excellent  Thyfician. 

I  love  no  Bloud  Nor  I,  Sir,  as  I  hreathh 

But  hanging  is  a  fine  dry  kind  of  Death.  W^ 


Trimmers  are  for  holding  all  things  even : 

Tej  jtffl  lihs  him  that  hnng  'tmxt  Hell  and  Heaven, 

Have  n^e  not  hjd  Mens  Lives  enorp  alrejdy? 

ICes  fare :   hnt  yottre  for  holding  all  things  fieddy  : 

Now  fince  the  )Veigbt  hangs  all  on  one  fide ^  Brother^ 
ToH  Trimmers  Jhou^d^  to  poize  it^  hang  on  tether, 
T>at72nd  Neuters^  in  their  middle  n^ay  of  fleering^ 
Are  neither  Fijh^  nor  Flejhj  nor  good  Red- Herring: 
Not  ff^higgs^  nor  Tories  they  i  nor  this^  nor  that  i  • 
Not  Birds ^  nor  Beafls  >  hut  juli  a  h^nd  of  Bat : 
A  Topilight  Animal ;  trtie  to  neither  Caiife, 
With  Tory  fVings^  hut  Whiggijh  Teeth  and  Clavos, 

Dramatis  Perfonse. 
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SCENE ,  PARIS. 


THE  , 

DUKE  of  GUISE. 

ACT.  L  SCEN.  I. 

The  Council  of  Sixteen  Seated :  An  Empty  Chair  pre- 
pared for  the  Duke  of  Guifa 

Bufly  and  Polin  two  of  the  Sixteen. 

Bujjfy.  T  Ights  there!  more  Lights:  what  burn  the  Tapers  dimi  * 
I  .  When  glorious  Guifey  the  Mofesj  Gicfeo^j  Davids 
The  Saviour  of  the  Nation^  makes  approach  ? 
ToL  And  therefore  are  we  met;  the  whole  Sixteen 
That  fway  the  Crowd  of  Paris^  guide  their  Votes, 
Manage  their  Purfes,  Perfons,  Fortunes,  Lives, 
To  mount  the  Guife^  where  merit  calls  him,  high ; 
And  give  him  a  whole  Heaven,  for  room  to  Ihine. 

Enter  Curate  of  St.  Euftace. 

Bujf.  The  Curate  of  S.  Eujlace  comes  at  laft ; 
But,  Father,  why  fo  late  a 

Cur.  I  have  been  taking  godly  pains,  to  fatisfie  fome  Scruples 
.  rais'd  amon&ft  weak  Brothers  of  our  Party,  that  were  ftaggering 
in  the  Caufe. 

Pol.  What  cou  d  they  find  t'  Objeft  ? 

Cur.  They  thought,  to  Armagainft  theKir^  wasTreafon. 

Buff.  I  hope  you  fet  'em  right  > 

Cur.  Yes;  and  for  anfwer,  I  produc'd  this  Book. 
A  Calvinift  Minifter  of  Orleans 
Writ  this,  to  jaftifie  the  Admiral 

B  For 


2  TbeBde  of  GUISE. 

For  taking  Arms  againft  the  King  deceased  : 
Wherein  iie  proves  <hat  irreligious  Kings 
May  juftly  be  depos'd,  and  put  to  death. 

Bujf  To  borrow  Arguments  fromHeretick  Books 
Methinks  was*not  fo  prudent. 

Cur.^  Yes;  from  the  Devil,  if  it  would  help  our  Caufe. 
The  Author  was  indeed  aHeretick  - 
The  Matter  of  the  Book  is  good  and  pious. 

PoL  But  one  prime  Article  of  our  Holy  League, 
Is  to  preferve  the  King,  his  Pow'r  and  Perfon. 

Cur.  That  mull:  be  faid,  you  know^  for  decency ; 
A  pretty  Blind  to  make  the  Shoot  fejcure, 

Buf.  But  did  the  Primitive  Chriftians  e're  rebell, 
When  under  Heathen  Lords?  I  hope  they  did. 

Cur.  No  fure,  they  did  not ;  for  they  had  not  Pow'r  - 
The  Confcience  of  a  People  is  their  Power. 

Po/.  Well ;  the  next  Article  in  our  Solemn  Covenant 
Has  clear'd  the  Point  again. 

'    Buf.  What  is'i?  I  Ihou  d  be  glad  to  find  the  King 
No  fafer  than  needs  muft  ? 

Pol  That  in  .cafe  of  Oppofition  from  any  perfon  whatfoever--^ 

Cur.  That's  well,  that's  well,-  then  the  King  is.  not  excerpted, 
if  he  oppofe  us  . 

Po/.  We  are  oblig'd  to  join  as  one,  to  punifli 
All,  who  attempt  to  hinder  or  diliurb  us. 

Bujf.  'Tis  a  plain  Cafe ;  the  King's  included  in  the  Punifliment^ 
In  cafe  he  rebell  againft  the  People. 

Pol.  But  how  can  he  rebell  > 

Cur.  I'll  make  it  out :  Rebellion  is  an  Infurreftion  againft  the 
Government;  but  they  that  have  the  Power  are  aftually  the  Go- 
vernment :  Therefore  if  the  People  have  the  Power,  the  Rebel- 
lion is  in  the  King. 

B:iff.  A  moft  convincing  Argument  for  Faftion. 

Cur.  For  Arming,  if  you  pleafe;  but  not  for  Faftion. 
For  ftill  the  Fadion  is  the  feweft  number; 
So,  what  they  call  the  Lawful  Government, 
Is  now  the  Faftion;  for  the  moft  are  ours. 

Pol.  Since  we  are  prov'd  to  be  above  the  King ;  I  wou'd  glad- 
ly underftand  whom  we  are  to  obey ;  or  whether  we  are  to  be 
all  llings  together  i 

Curl 


ThsDde^ff  GUISE.  3 

"  Cur.  Are  you  a  Member  of  the  League,  and  ask  that  Queftion  ? 
There's  an  Article,  that,  I  may  fay,  is  as  neceflary  as  any 
In  the  Creed:  Namely,  thatwe^  the faid  Aflbciatcs,  are 
Sworn  to  yield  ready  Obedience,  and  Faithful  Service,  to  that 
Head  which  fliaU  be  deputed. 

Buf.  'Tismoft  maniieft,  that -by  Virtue  of  our  Oath 
We  are  all  Subjefts  to  the  Duke  of  Guife,    The  King's 
An  OiEcer  that  has  betray'd  his  Truft   and  therefore  we 
have^urn'd  him  out  of  Service. 

Owftes.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Guife ;  Cardinal  of  Guife,  Aumale Torches  he* 

fore ^t hem.    The  Duketakes  the  Chair, 

Buff,  Your  Highnefs  enters  in  a  lucky  hour ; 
Th  unanimous  Vote  you  heard,  confirms  your  Choice^ 
As  Head  of  Parisy  and  the  Holy  League, 

Card.  I  fay  Amen  to  that. 

PoL  You  are  our  Champion;  Buckler  of  ourTaith. 

Card.  The  King,  like  ^JW,  is  Heavens  repented  Choice; 
You  his  Anointed  one,  on  better  thought. 

Guife^Vm  what  you  pleafe  to  call  me  :  Any  thing, 
Lieutenant  General,  Chief,  or  Conftable, 
Good  Decent  Names,  that  only  mean  your  Slave. 

Bujf.  You  cly^d  the  Germans  hence,  Exil'd  Navarre ; 
And  refcu'd  France  from  Hereticks  and  Strangers. 

Aum,  What  he  and  all  of  us  have  done,  is  known. 
What's  our  Reward  ^  Our  Offices  are  loft, 
Turn'd  out  like  Labour'd  Oxen,  after  Harveft, 
To  the  bare  Commons  of  the  wither'd  Field. 

Buff,  Our  Charters  will  go  next:  Becaufe  Sheriffs 
Permit  no  Juftice  to  be  done  on  thofe 
The  Court  calls  Rebels,  but  we  call  them  Saints. 

Guife  Yes;  we  are  all  involv'd,  as  Heads,  or  Parties: 
Dipt  in  the  noify  Crime  of  State,  calFd  Treafon 
And  Traitours  wemuft  be,  to  King,  or  Country. 

Buff.  Why  then  my  Choice  is  made. 

PoL  And  mine. 

Omn.  And  all. 

Card.  Heav'n  is  it  felf  Head  of  the  Holy  League  ; 

B  %  And 
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And  all  the  Saints  are  Cov  nanters,  and  Guilards. 
Cfiife  What  fey  you.  Curate  > 
Cur.  I  hope  well,  my  Lord. 

Car  J.  That  is,  he  hopes  you  mean  to  make  him  Abbot, 
And  he  deferves  your  care  of  his  Preferment.  ' 
For  all  his  Prayers  are  Curfes  on  the  Government; 
And  all  his  Sermons  Libels  on  the  King. 
In  lliort,  a  Pious,  Hearty,  Faftious  Prieft. 

6u//e.  All  that  are  here  my  Friends,  ftiall  lhare  my  Fortur^; 
There's  Spoil,  Preferments,  Wealth  enough  in  Prance, 
Tis  but  deferve  and  h^ve :  The  Spamjh  King 
Configns  me  fifty  thoufand  Crowns  a  Week 
To  raife  and  to  foment  a  Civil- War. 
Tis  true,  a  Penfion  from  a  Foreign  Prince 
Sounds  Treafon  in  the  Letter  of  the  Law, 
But  good  intentions  juftify  the  deed. 

Cur.  Heaven  s  good ;  the  Caufe  is  good ;  the  Money's  good ; 
No  matter  whence  it  comes. 

Bujf.  Our  City  Bands,  are  twenty  thoufand  ftrong; 
Well  Difciplin'd,  well  Arm'd,  well  feafon'd  Traitors ; 
Thick  rinded  heads,  that  l^ve  no  room  for  Kemd ; 
Shop  Confcieoces,  of  proof  againft  an  Oath^  * 
Preach'd  up,  and  ready  tin'd  for  a  Rebellion. 

Guije.  Why  then  the  Noble  Plot  is  fit  for  birth ; 
And  LaboHring  France  cries  out  for  Midwife  haiids. 
We  mifs'd  furprizing  of  the  King  at  Blojs, 
When  laft  the  States  were  held  ;  *twas  over-fight : 
Beware  we  make  not  fuch  another  Blot. 

Card.  This  Holy  time  of  Lent  we  have  him  furc  ; 
He  goes  unguarded,  raix'd  with  whipping  Fryars, 
In  that  Proceflion,  he's  more  fit  for  Heav'n  : 
What  hinders  us  to  feize  the  Royal  Penitent, 
And  clofe  him  in  a  Qoyfter 

Cur.  Or  difpatch  him ;  I  love  to  make  all  furc. 

Guife,  No ;  guard  him  fafe  ; 
Thin  Diet  will  do  well ;  'twill  ftarve  him  into  Reafon, 
Till  heexludehis  Brother  of  Navarre^ 
And  graft  SucceiTion  on  a  worthier  Choice  : 
To  favour  this,  five  hundred  Men  in  Arms, 
Shall  ftand  prepared  to  enter  at  your  call  ^ 
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And  fpeed  the  Work:  St.  Martins  Gate  was  nam'd  : 
But  the  Sheriff  CoMty^  who  Commands  that  Ward, 
Refiis'd  me  pallage  there. 

Buff,  I  know  thztContyi 
A  Sniveling,  Coiifcientious,  Loyal  Rc^ue: 
He'll  Peach,  and  Ruine  alL 

Card,  Give  out  he's  Arbitrary  ;  a  tiavarriji ; 
A  Herctick  ;  difcredit  him  betimes ; 
And  make  his  Witnefs  void. 

Cur.  rU  fwear  him  Guilty. 
I  fwallow  Oaths  as  eafic  as  Snap-dragon, 
Mock-Fire  that  never  burns. 

Gmfe.  Then  Buffy,  ht\  your  care  t'admit  my  Troops/ 
Kt  Porte  St.  Honorex  (rijes)  Night  wears  apace. 
And  Day-light  muft  not  peep  on  Dark  Defigns, 
•I  will  my  felf  to  Court:  Pay  Formal  Duty ; 
Take  leave ;  and  to  my  Government  retire : 
Impatient  to  be  foon  recall'd  5  to  fee 

The  King  Imprifon'd ,  and  the  Nation  free.    [_ExeuHt  all  hut  Guife. 

Entier  Malicorn  f^us. 

MaU  Each  difmal  Minute  when  I  call  to  Mind 
The  Promife  that  I  made  tfcc  Prince  of  Hell, 
In  one  and  twenty  years  to  be  his  Slave, 
Of  which  near  twelve  are  gone,  my  Soul  runs  back, 
The  Wards  of  reafon  rowl  into  their  Spring. 
O  horrid  thought !  but  one  and  twenty  years. 
And  twelve  near  paft,  then  to  be  lieep'd  in  Fire, 
Dalh'd  againft  Rocks,  or  fnatcht  trora  molten  Lead,  ' 
Reeking,  and  dropping,  piece-meal  born  by  Winds, 
And  quench'd  ten  tnoufand  fathom  in  the  deep !        vKnocking  at 
But  hark !  he  comes,  fee  there,  my  Rlood  (lands  ftill,  \the  Door. 
My  Spirits  ftart  an  end  for  Gu  'tjes  Fate. 

A  Devil  rifes. 

MaL  What  Counfel  does  the  Fate  of  Guije  require  ? 
Dev.  Remember  with  his  Prince  there's  no  delay, 
But,  the  SwCrd  drawn,  to  fling  the  Sheath  away ;  ' 

Let 
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Let  not  the  fear  of  Hell  his  Spirit  grieve. 
The  Tomb  is  ftill,  whatever  Fools  believe  ; 
Laugh  at  the  Tales  which  withered  Sages  bring, 
Proverbs  and  Morals,  let  the  Waxen  King 
That  rules  the  Hive,  be  born  without  a  Sting  ; 
Let  Guife  by.  Blood  refolve  to  mount  to  PowV, 
And  he  is  Great  ^s  Mecha's  Emperour; 
He  comes,  bid  him  not  ftand  on  Altar  Vows, 
But  then  ftrike  deepeft,  when  he  lowed  bows; 
Tell  him  Fate's  aw'd  when  an  Ufurper  Springs,  , 
And  joyns  to  crow'd  out  Jiifl  Indulgent  Kings.  [J^;r/2S>xI 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Guife,  and  Duke  of  Maycn.  * 

May.  All  Offices  and  Dignities  he  gives 

Xo  your  profeft  and  moft  inveterate.  Foes ; 
•  But  if  he  were  inclin'd,  as  we  could  wilh  him, 

There  is  a  Lady  Regent  at  his  Ear, 

That  never  Pardons. 

Guife.  Poyfon  on  her  Name, 

Take  my  hand  on't,  that  Cormorant  Domger 

Will  never  reft,  till  flie  has  all  our  Heads 

In  her  lap.  I  was  at  ^tf)77«  with  her. 

When  She,  the  King,  and  Grifly  d^Alva  met ; 

Methinks  I  fee  her  liftening  now  before  me. 

Marking  the  very  motion  of  his  Beard, 

His  Op  ning  Noftrils  and  his  Dropping  Lids, 

I  hear  him  Croak  too  to  the  Gaping  Council; 

Fifli  for  the  great  Fifli,  take  no  ca/e  for  Frogs, 
^^ut  off  the  Poppy-Heads,  Sir  ;  Madam^  charm 

the  Winds  but  faft,  the  Billows  will  be  ftill. 

May.  But  Sir,  how  comes  it  you  fhould  be  thus  warm^ 

Still  pufliing  Councils  when  among  your  Friends ; 

Yet  at  the  Court  Cautious  and  cold  as  Age, 

Your  Voice,  your  Eyes,  your  Meen  fo  different,  • 

You  feem  to  me  two  Men. 
Guife,  The  Reafon's  plain. 

Hot  with  my  Friends,  becaufe  the  Queftion  giv'n, 

I  ftart  the  Judgment  right  where  others  drag. 

This  is  the  Effed  of  Equal  Elements, 

And 
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And  Atoms  juftly  pois'd  ^  nor  Ihould  you  wonder 
More  at  the  ftrength  of  Body  than  of  Mind ; 
'Tis  equally  the  fame  to  fee  me  plunge 
Headlong  into  the  Sei^i^  all  over  Arm'd, 
And  Plow  againft  the  Torrent  to  my  point. 
As  'twas  to  hear  my  Judgment  on  the  Gerwans;. 
This  to  another  Man  wou'd  be  a  brag, 
Or  at  the  Court  among  my  Enemies, 
To  be  as  I  am  here  quite  off  my  Guard, 
Would  make^  me  fuch  another  thing  as  Grtllon^ 
A  blunt,  hot,'  hpneft,  downright,  valiant  Fool. 

May»  Yet  this  you  mufl:  allow  a  failure  in  you. 
You  love  his  Neece,  and.  to  a  Politician,'  • 
All  Paflion's  bane,  but  Love  diredly  death. 

6mfe.  Falfe^  falfe,  my  iW^^y^;?,  thourt  but  half  Guifez^ti^ 
Were  fhe  not  fuch  a  wondrous  Compofition; 
A  Soul  lo  flufh'd  as  mine  is  with  Ambition, 
Sagacious  arid  fo  nice,  muft  have  difdain'd  her ; 
But  flie  was  made  when  Nature  was  in.  humour,. 
As  if  ^Grtilon  got  her  on  the  Queen, 
Where  all  the  honeft  Atoms  fought  their  way ; 
Took  a  full  Tindture  of  the  Mother's  Wit, 
But  left  the  dregs  of  Wickednefs  behind..  .t^-irj; 

May.  Have  you  not  told  her  what  we  Iiave  in  hand? 

Guife.  My  utmofl  aim  has  been  to  hide  it  from  her. 
But  there  Tm  Ihort,  by  the  long  Chain  of  Caufes 
She  has  fcan'd  it,  juft  as  if  llie  w^er^  my  Soul, 
And  though!  flew  about  with  Circun^ftances, 
Denials,  Oaths,  Improbabilities 
Yet  through  the  Hiftories  of  our  Lives,  Ihe  look'd/ 
She  faw,  Ihe  overcame. 

May.  Why  then,  we're  all  undone. 

Guife,  Agen  you  err, 
Chaft  as  flie  is,  flje  wou'd  as  foon  give  up 
Her  Honour,  as  betray  me  to  the  King; 
I  tell  thee,  flie's  the  Charafter  of  Heaven 
Such  an  habitual  over- Womanly  Goodnels,. 
She  dazles,  walks  meer  Angel  upon  Earth, 
But  fee,  flie  comes,  call  the  Cardinal  Guife^  ^ 
While  Malkom  attends,  for  fome  Difpatchesj, 
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Before  I  take  my  farewell  of  the  Court. 

Efiter  Marmoutire. 

• 

Mar.  Ah  Guifej  you  are  undone. 

Gu/fe,  How,  Madam? 

Mar,  Lofb, 
Beyond  the  poffibilitj^  of  hope, 
Defpair,  and  die. 

Guife.  You  menace  deeply  Madam, 
And  Ihould  this  come  from  any  Mouth  but  yours, 
My  fmile  {hould  anfwer  how  the  ruine  touch'd  me. 

Mar,  Why  do  you  leave  the  Court  > 

Guife.  The  Court  leaves  me. 

Mar,  Were  there  no  more  but  wearinefe  of  State, 
Or  cou'd  you  like  great  Scipio  retire, 
Call  Rome  ungrateful,  and  fit  down  with  that,- 
Such  inward  Gallantry  would  gain  you  more 
Than  all  the  fullicd  Conquefts  you  can  boaft ; 
But  Oh,  you  want  that  Roman  Mafterie ; 
You  have  too  much  of  the  tumultuous  times. 
And  I  muft  mourn  the  Fate  of  your  Ambition. 

Gurfe.  Becaufe  the  King  difdains  my  Services, 
Muft  I  not  let  him  know  I  dare  begon? 
What  when  I  feel  his  Council  on  my  Neck, 
Shall  I  not  caft  'em  backward  if  I  can; 
And  at  his  Feet  make  known  their  viUany  ? 

Mar.  No  Guife,  not  at  his  Feet,  but  on  his  Head  ; 
For  there  you  ftrike. 

Guife,  Madam,  you  wrong  me  now ; 
For  ft  ill  what-e're  lliall  come  in  Fortimes  whirle. 
His  Perfon  muft  be  fafe. 

Mar.  I  cannot  think  it. 
However,  your  laft  words  confefs  too  much. 
Confefs,  what  need  I  urge  that  Evidence, 
When  every  hour  I  fee  you  Court  the  Crowd, 
When  with  the  fliouts  of  the  Rebellious  Rabble, 
1  fee  you  born  on  fhoulders  to  Cabals ; 
Where  with  the  Traiterous  Council  ©f  Sixteen, 
You  fit  and  Plot  the  Royal  Henry's  Death. 

Cloud 


Cloud  the  Majeftick  Name  with  Fqmes  of  Wine, 
Infamous  Scrowls,  and  Treafonable  Verfe  ; 
While,  on  the  other  fide,  the  Name  of  Guife, 
By  the  whole  Kennel  of  the  Slaves,  is  rung. 
Pamphleteers,  Balladmongers  fmg  your  Ruine, 
While  all  the  Vermin  of  the  Me  ^arifians 
Tols  up  their  greafie  Caps  where  e  re  you  pafs. 
And  hurl  your  dirty  Glories  in  your  Face. 

Gmfe.  Can  I  help  this  I  • 

Mar.  By  Heaven,  I'd  Earth  my  felf. 
Rather  than  live  to  aft  fiicl>black  Ambition : 
But,  Sir,  you  feek  it  with  your  Smiles  and  Bows, 
This  Side  and  that  Side  congeing  to  the  Crowd  ; 
You  have  your  Writers  too,  that  cant  your  Battels, 
That  ftile  you  the  New  David^  Second  Mofes^  • 
Prop  of  the  Church,  Deliverer  of  the  People. 
Thus  from  the  City,  as  from  the  Heart  they  fpread 
Thro  all  the  Provinces,  alarm  the  Countries, 
Where  they  run  forth  in  Heaps,  bellowing  your  Wonders, 
Then  cry,  The  King,  the  King's  a  Hugonoty 
And,  fpight  of  us,  will  have  Navar  fucceed, 
Spight  of  the  Laws,  and  fpight  of  our  Religion : 
But  we  will  pull  'em  down/down  with  'em,  down.  [Kneels^ 

Guife.  Ha, Madam!  Why  this Pofture  ? 

Mar.  Hear  me.  Sir  : 
For,  if  'tis  poflible,  my  Lord,  I'll  move  you. 
Look  back,  return,  implore  the  Royal  Mercy, 
E're  'tis  too  late,  I  beg  you  by  tliefe  Tears, 
Thefe  Sighs,  and' by  di  ambitious  Love  you  bear  me ; 
By  all  the  Wounds  of  your  poor  groaning  Country, 
That  bleeds  to  death,  O  feek  the  Beft  of  Kings, 
Kneel,  fling  your  ftubborn  Body  at  his  Feet  : 
Your  Pardon  lhall  be  lign'd,  your  Country  fav'd. 
Virgins  and  Matrons  all  lliall  fmg  your  Fame, 
And  every  Babe  lhall  blefs  the  Guife  s  Name. 

Guife.  O  rife,  thou  Image  of  the  Deity  ; 
You  lhall  prevail,  I  will  do  any  thing  ; 
You  have  broke  the  very  Gall  of  my  Ambition, 
And  all  my  Powers  now  float  in  Peace  agen  : 
Be  fatisfi'd  that  I  will  fee  the  King, 

C  Kneel 
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Kneel  to  him,  e're  I  Journey  to  Champagne 

And  beg  a  kind  Farewell 

Mar,  No,  no,  my  Lord  ; 
t  fee,  thro  that,  you  but  withdraw  a  while, 
To  mufter  all  die  Forces  that  you  can. 
And  then  rejoyn  the  Council  of  Sixteen. 
You  muft  not  go.  * 

Guife.  All  the  Heads  of  the  League 
Expefl:  me,  and  I  have  engag'd  my  Horftur. 

Mar.  Would  all  thofe  Heads  were  off,fo  yours  were  ftvU 
Once  more,  O  Guife^  the  weeping  Marhsoutire 
Entreats  you  donot  go. 

Gu/fe.  1st  poffible 
That  Gu{fe  ihould  fay,  in  this  he  muft  refiife  you  ? 

Mar.  Go  then,  my  Lord. .  I  late  received  a  Letter 
From  one  at  Court,  who  tells  me  the  King  loves  me: 
Read  it ,  there  is  no  more  than  what  you  hear. 
I  have  Jewels  ofter'd  too,  perhaps"  may  take  'em  : 
And  if  you  go  from  Paris,  Til  to  Court. 

Guife,  But,  Madam,.  1  liave  often  heard  you  fay,. 
You  lovcl  not  Courts. 

Mar,  Perhaps  I  have  chang'd'my  Mind'.- 
Nothing  as  yet  could  draw  me,  but  a  King, 
And  fuch  a  King,  fo  Good,  fo  Juft,  fo  Great, 
That  at  his  Birth  the  Heavenly  Council  paus'd^ 
And  then  at  laft  cry'd  out.  This  is  a  Man. 

Guife,  Come,  'tis  but  Counterfeit ;  you  dare  not  go* 

Mar.  Go  to  your  Government,  and  try. 

Gnife,  I  wilJ. 

Mar.  Then  I'll  to  Court,  nay,  to  the  King. 

Guife.  By  Heaven 
I  fwear,  you  cannot,  fliall  not,  dare  not  fee  him. 

Mar.  By  Heaven  I  can,  I  dare,  nay,  and  I  will : 
And  notliing  but  your  Stay  fliail  hinder  me; 
For  now,  methinks,  I  long  fort. 

Guife.  Poffible  ! 

Mar.  Dl  give  you  yet  a  little  time  to  think : 
But  if  I  hear  you  go  to  take  your  leave, 
ril  meet  you  there,  before  the  Throne  I'll  ftand, 
Nay,  you  lhall  fee  me  Iineel,  .and  kifs  his  Hand.  [£x/>. 
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Guife.  Furies  and  Hell !  She  does  but  try  mc :  Ha ! 
This  is  the  Mother-Qween  and  Efpermn, 
Abbot  Delhene,  Alphonfo  Corfo  too,  , 
All  packt  to  plot,  and  turn  me  into  Madnefs.   \Reading  the  Letter. 

Enter  Cardinal  Guife,  Duke  <7/^Mayen,  Malicoro,  &c. 

Ha  !  can  it  be  /  MaJam,  the  King  loves  you.  IReaJs. 
But  Vengeance  I  will  have  ;  to- pieces,  thus, 
-To  pieces  with  'em  all  *  [Teart  the  Letter. 

Card.  Speak  lower. 

Guife.  No  ,v  • 
By  all  the  Torments  of  this  galling  Paffion, 
I'll  hollow  the  Revenge  I  vow,  fo  loud, 
My  Father's  Ghoft  lliall  hear  me  up  to  Heaven. 

Card,  Contain  your  felf ;  this  Outrage  will  undo  us. 

Guife,  All  things  are  ripe,  and  Love  new  points  their  Ruine. 
Ha  !  my  good  Lords,  what  if  the  murd'ring  Council 
Were  in  our  Power,  Ihould  they  efcape  our  Juftice  ? 
I  fee  by  each  Mans  laying  of  his  Hand 
Upon  his  Sword,  you  fwear  the  like  Revenge. 
For  me,  I  wilh  that  mine  may  both  rot  off  

Card,  No  more. 

May,  The  Council  of  Sixteen  attend  you. 

Guife,  I  go  That  Vermin  may  devour  my  LimbSj 

That  I  may  die  like  the  late  puling  Francis^ 
Under  the  Barbers  Hands,  Impofthumes  choak  me, 
If  while  aUve  I  ceafe  to  chew  their  Ruine  ^ 
Alphonfo  Corfoy  Grillon,  Prieft,  together, 
To  hang  'em  in  EfEgie,  nay,  to  tread, 

Drag,  (lamp,  and  grind  em,  after  ^they  are  dead,  [Exeunt^ 

•-■i     '-A     :  rii'Li' 


ACT  11.   SCENE  I. 

E^ter  Queen-Mother,  Aiht  Delbene,  Voiiu. 

^M,  T)^^y  ^^^^      ^orm  of  the  Confpiracy  ; 

1     Guije  gives  it  out  he  Journeys  to  Chantp^gn^ 

C  z   '  But 
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But  lurks  indeed  at  Lag»y^  hard  by  Pansy 
Where  every  Hour  he  hears,  and  gives  Infti'uftions; 
Mean  time  the  Council  of  Sixteen  aflure  him 
They  have  Twenty  thoufand  Citizens  in  Arm?. 
Is  it  not  fo,  PolJfi  > 

PoL  True,  on  my  Life  ; 
And  if  the  King  doubts  the  Difcovery, 
Send  me  to  the  Bajlile  till  all  be  prov'd. 

Q^M,0^\\  Colonel  GrillonyX\\!t  King  would  fpeak  with  him.  {Exit 

Ahlot.  Was  ever  Age  like  this?  Pokni 

QJ^.  Polin  is  honeft  : 
Befide,  the  whole  Proceeding  is  fo  like 
The  hair-brain'd  Rout,  I  guefs'd  as  much  before.. 
Know  then,  it  is  refolv'd  to  feize  the  King, 
When  next  he  goes  in  Penitential  Weeds, 
Among  the  Friars,  without  his  ufual  Guards  ; 
Then,  under  fliew  of  Popular  Sedition^, 
For  Safety,  iliut  him  in  a  Monaftery, 
And  facrifice  his  Favourites  to  their  Rage. 

Ahhot.  When  is  this  Council  to  be  held  again  ? 

(LM,  Immediately  upon  the  Duke's  departure. 

Ahiot.  Why  fends  notriien  the  King  fufficient  Guards', 
To  feife  the  Fiends,  and  liew  em  into  pieces  ? 

Q^M.  'Tis  in  appearance  eafiCj  but  th'^iffeft 
Moft  hazardous  ;  for  ftraight,  upon  th'  Alarm, 
The  City  would  be  fare  to  be  in  Arms : 
Therefore  to  undertake,  and  not  to  compafs, 
Were  to  come  ofT  with  Ruine  and  Diflionoun 
You  know  th'  Italian  Proverb,  Bifogna  Ceprierfi  t 
He  that  will  venture  on  a  Hornets  Neft, 
Should  Arm  his  Head,  and  Buckler  wellhis  Breaft. 

Allot.  But  wherefore  feems  the  King  fo  unrefolv'd  .-^ - 

fi.  M.  I  brought  Polin^  and  made  the  Demonftration, 
Told  him  Neeeffity  cry 'd  out  to  take  - 
A  Refolution  to  preferve  his  Life^ 
And  look  on  Guife  as  a  reclaimlels  Rebel. 
But  thro  the  Natural  Sweetnefs  of  his  Temper,, 
And  dangerous  Mercy,  coldly  he  reply'd,  . 
Madam,  I  will  conCder  what  you  fay. 

Allot.  Yet  after  alt,  could  we  but  jfix  Vixst^ 


Q^M.  Right, 
The  Bufinefe  were  more  firm  for  this  Delay ; 
For  Nobleft  Natures,  tho  they  fuffer  long, 
When  once  provok'd,  they  turn  the  Face  to  Danger. 
But  fee,  he  comes,  Alphonjh  Corfo  with  him  ; 
Let  us  withdraw,  and  when. 'tis,  fiiv-rejoyn'  him. 

:1  io  t':'^  /^n^  urn  ii     /  f. 

Enter  King,  Alphonfo  Corfa 

King,  Alphonfo  Corfo. 
Alph,  Sir. 

King.  I  think  thou  lov'ft  me. 

Alph.  More  than  my  Life. 

Kifjg.  That's  much;  yet  I  believe  thee. 
My  Mother  has  the  Judgment  of  the  World, 
And  all  things  move  by  That  ?  but,  my  Alphofffoi  . 
She  has  a  Gruel  Wit. 

Alph,  The  Provocation,  Sir. 

King,  I  know  it  well : 
But  if  thou  dft  have  my  Heartwithin  thy  Hand, 
All  Conjurations  blot  the  Name  of  Kings. 
What  Honours^  Intereft,  were  the  World  to  buy  him. 
Shall  make  a  Brave  Man  fmile,  and  do  a  Murder  ^ 
Therefore  I  hate  the  Memory  of  Brutus^ 
I  mean  the  latter,  fo  cry'd  up  in  Story. 
Ciefar  did  ill,  but  did  it  in  the  Sun, 
And  foremoft  in  the  Field  ;  but  fneaking  BrutuSy 
Whom  none  but  Cowards  and  white-liver  d  Knaves^ 
Would  dare  commend,  lagging  behind  his  Fellows,. 
His  Dagger  insbis  Boiortv^  ftabb'd  his  Father. 
This  is  a  Blot  whith-7»//f's^Ioquence 
Gould  ne're  wipe  off,  tho  the  miftaken  Man 
Makes  bold  to  call  thofe  Traytors,  Men  Divine. 

Alph,  ThUj  was  wife,  but  wanted  Conftancy. 

Enter  Queen-Mother,  Ahhot  Delbene, 

d^M,  Good-even,  Sir;  'tis  juft  the  time  you  ordered 
Xo  wait  on  your  Decrees^       rf  i  • 
King.  Oh,  Madams.^ 
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Q^M.  Sir. 

Khg.  Oh  Mother,  but  I  cannot  make  it  way ; 
Chaos  and  Shades,  'tis  huddl'd  up  in  Night 

M.  Speak  then,  for  Speech  is  morning  to  the  Mind, 

It  fpreads  the  Beautious  Images  abroad, 
Which  elfe  lie  furlki  and  clouded  in  the  Soul. 

A/«g.  You  would  Embark  me  in  a  Sea  of  Blood. 

(l_  M,  You  fee  the  Plot  diredly  on  your  Perfon ; 
But  give-it  ore,  I  did  but  ftate  the  Cafe. 
Take  Guife  into  your  Heart,  and  drive  your  Friends, 
Let  Knaves  in  Shops  prefer ibe  you  how  to  fway. 
And  when  they  read  your  Ads  with  their  vile  Breath, 
Proclaim  aloud  they  like  not  this  or  that. 
Then  in  a  drove  come  Lowing  to  the  Louvre^ 
And  cry  they'l  have  it  mended,  that  they  will  ; 
'  Or  youfliall  be  no  King,  -  uf 

King.  'Tis  true,  the  People 
Ne're  know  a  Mean,  when  once  they  get  the  Power ; 
But  O,  if  the  Defign  we  lay  fliould  fail. 
Better  the  Tray  tors  never  fliould  betouch'd, 
If  Execution  cries  not  out  'tis  done. 

Q^M,  No  Sir ;  you  cannot  fear  the  fure  Defign ; 
But  I  have  liv'd  too  long,  fmce  my  own  Blood 
Dares  not  Confide  in  her  that  gave  him  Being. 

King,  Stay  Madam,  ftay,  come  back,  forgive  my  fears; 
Where  all  our  thoughts  fliould  creep  like  deepcfl;  ftreams. 
Know  then  \  hate  afpiring,  Guife  to  Death, 
Whor'd  Margerite^  Plots  upon  my  life. 
And  fliall  I  not  Revenge  ^ 

Q^M.  Why  this  is  Harrys 
Harry  at  Moncontour,  when  in  his  Bloom 
He  faw  the  Admiral  Colligny's  Back. 

King,  O  this  Whaie  Guife,  with  all  the  Lorain  Fry, 
Might  I  but  view  him  after  his  Plots  and  Plunges, 
Strook  on  thofe  Cowring  Shallows  that  await  him. 
This  were  a  Florence  Mailer-piece  indeed. 
Q^M,  He  comes  to  take  his  leave. 
King,  Then  for  Champagne 
But  lies  in  wait  till  Farts  is  in  Arms. 
Call  Grillon  in,  aU  tl>at  I  beg  you  now, 


Is  to  be  hufti'd  upon  the  Confultation,  ' 
As  Urns  that  never  blab. 

Q^M.  Doubt  not  your  Friends ; 
Love  'em,  and  then  you  need  not  fear  your  Foes. 

Efiter  Grillon. 

Kiftg,  Welcome  my  Honeft-Man,  my  old  try'd  Friend. 
Why  doft  thou  flye  me  Grillon^  and  Retire  ? 

Grill,  Rather  let  mc  demand  your  Majefty, 
Why  fly  you  from  your  felif  ?  IVc  heard  you  fay. 
You'd  Arm  againft  the  League,  why  do  you  notv 
The  Thoughts  of  fuch  as  you,  are  Starts  Divine, 
And  when  you  mould  with  fecond  Caft  the  Spirit, 
The  Air,  the  Life,  the  Golden  Vapour's  gone. 

King.  Soft,  my  Old  Friend,  Guifi  Plots  upon  my  life, . 
Tolin  lhall  tell  thee  more  ^  haft  thou  not  heard 
Th'unfufferable  Affronts  he  daily  offers, . 
War  without  Treafure  on  the  HugonotSy 
While  I  am  fore  d  againft  my  bent  of  Soul, 
Againft  all  Laws,  all  Cuftom,  Right,  Succeffion, 
To  caft  t^avar  from  the  Imperial  Line. 

GrilL  Why  do  you  Sir  >  Death,  let  me  tell  the  Tray  tor? 

King.  Peace,  Guife  is  going  to  his  Government  ; 
You  are  his  Foe  of  Old:  Go  to  him  Grillon; 
Vifit  him  as  from  me,  to  be  Employ'd 
In  this  great  War  againft  the  Hugonots ; 
And  prethee  tell  him  roundly  of  his  Faults : 
No  farther,  Honeft  Grillon, 

Grill  Shall  I  fight  him  > 

King.  I  charge  thee  not. 

Grill.  If  heiprovokes  me,  ft rike  him  ? 
You'l  Grant  me  that  > 

King,  Not  fo,  my  Honeft  Sculdier, . 
Yet  fpeak  to  hira 

GrilL  I  will  by  Heav'nto  th'purpofc. 
And  if  he  force  a  beating,  who  can  help  it.  {^Extt.  Grii 

King.  Follow  Alphonjoy  when  the  ftorm  is  up. 
Call  me  to  part  'em. 

yJ/.  Grillon y  to  ask  him  Pardon,- 
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Will  let  Guife  know,  we  a^^  not  ia  thq  Park.  •  ^ 

King.  You  hit  the  Judgment;  yet,  O  yiet,  there's  more. 

Something  upon  my  heart,  after  thefe  Counfels<, 

So  foft,  and  fo  unworthy  to  be  nam'd.  ^y-  n:;i3r:n'^ 
(Z^M.  They  fay  \hzx.Grillons  Niece  is  come  to  Court, 

And  means  to  kifs  Your  Hand.  {Exit.  Q.  Mother. 

Kirig,  Could  I  but  hope  it. 

0  my  D^r  father  pardon  me  in  this, 

And  then  enjoyn  me  all  that  Man  can  fuffer ; 
But  fure  the  Powers  above  will  take  our  Tears 
For  fuch  a  fault,  Love  is  fo  like  themfelves.  {^Exeunt-^ 

■    f  i..       ■  j/H^..s.i-i  V,:  . 

Scene  12*  The  \  Lotmne. 

Enter  Guife  attended  with  his  Family^  Marmoutire  meeting  htm 
New  Brefiy  attended,  &c, 

Guife.  FurieSi  flie  keeps  her  Word,  and  I  am  loft ; 
Yet  let  not  thy  Ambition  Ihew  it  to  her^ 
For  after  all  (he  does  it  but  to  try  me. 
And  foil  my  vow'ti  Defign :  Madam,  I  fee 
You're  come  to  Court ;  the  Robes  you  wear  become  you, 
Your  Air,  your  Meen,  your  Charms,  your  every  Grace, 
Will  Kill  at  leaft  your  thoufand  in  a  day. 

Mar,  What,  a  whole  day,  and  kill  but  one  poor  thouland  ? 
An  hour  you  mean,  and  in  that  hour  ten  thoufand  > 
Yes,  I  wou  d  make  with  every  Glance  a  Murder- 
Mend  me  this  Curie. 

Guife.  Woman! 

Mar.  You  fee,  my  Lord, 

1  have  my  Followers,  like  you ;  I  fwear 

The  Court's  a  Heav  nly  Place ;  but  O  my  Heart,  ^ 

I  know  not  why  that  figh  lliould  come  uncalfd ; 

Perhaps  'twas  for  your  going,  yet  I  fwear 

I  never  was  fo  mov'd,  O  Guife,  as  now ; 

Juft  as  you  entcr'd,  when  from  yonder  Window 

I  faw  the  King. 

Guife.  Woman,  all  ov^r  Woman. 
The  World  confefles,  Madam,  Henrys  Form 
Is  Noble  and  Majeftick. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  O  you  grudge 
The  extorted  Praife,  and  fpeak  him  but  by  halfs. 

Guife*  Pri€ft,OA/^,  Devils!  how  flie  carries  it! 

Mar.  I  fee,  my  Lord,  you  are  come  to  take  your  leave ; 
And  were  it  not  to  give  the  Court  Sufpicion,  • 
I  would  oblige  you,  Sir,  before  you  go. 
To  lead  me  to  the  King. 

Guife.  Death  and  the  Devil ! 

Mar.  But  fmce  that  cannot  be.  Tie  take  my  leave 
Of  you,  my  Lord,  Heav'n  grant  your  Journey  fafe. 
Farwell  once  more.  Not  ftir  ?  Does  this  become  you  ? 
Does  your  Ambition  fwell  into  your  Eyes? 
Jealoufie  by  this  Light :  Nay  then,  proud  Guife^ 
I  tell  you,  you're  not  worthy  of  the  Grace, 
But  I  will  carry 't,  Sir,  to  thofe  that  are. 

And  leave  you  to  the  Curfe  of  Bofom- War.  lExit\ 

May.  Is  this  the  Heavenly  ? 

Guife,  Devil,  Devil,  as  they  are  all; 
Tis  true,  atfirft  flie  caught  the  Heav'nly  Form, 
But  now  Ambition  fets  her  on  her  Head, 
By  Hell,  I  fee  the  Cloven  Mark  upon  her 
Ha!  Griffon  here  1  fome  New  Court-Trick  upon  me. 


Enter  Grillon. 

Grill,  Sir,  I  have  bufmefs  for  y  our  Ear.  • 

Guife.  Retire.  [Exeunt  his  Followers.: 

Grill.  The  King,  my  Lord,  commanded  me  to  wait  you. 
And  bid  you  welcome  to  the  Court. 

Guife.  The  King 
Still  loads  me  with  New  Honours,  but  none  greater 
Than  this,  the  laft. 

Grill.  There  is  one  greater  yet, 
Your  High  Commiflion  againft  the  Hugonots  ; 
I  and  my  Family  lhall  Inortly  wait  you, 
And  'twill  be  Glorious  Work. 

Guife.  If  you  are  there. 
There  muft  be  Aftion. 

Girll  O,  your  Pardon,  Sir, 
I'm  but  a  Sripling  in  the  Trade  of  War ; 

D     _  But 
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But  you,  whofe  Life  is  one  continued  Broyt,  ; 
What  will  not  your  triumphant  Arms  accomplifli ! 
You,  that  were  form'd  for  Maftery  in  War, 
That,  with  a  flart,  cry'd  to  your  Brother  litayenne^ 
To  Horfe,  and  flaughter'd  forty  thoufand  Gemam. 

Guife.  Let  me  beleech  you,  Colonel,  no  more. 

GrilL  But,  Sir,  fince  I  muft  makeat  leaft  a  Figure 
In  this  great  Bufineis,  let  me  underftand 
What  'tis  you  mean,  and  why  you  force  the  King 
Upon  fo  dangerous  an  Expedition.  - 

Guife.  Sir,;  I  intend  the  G^eatnefs  of  the  King, 
The  Greatnels  oif  all  Frame,  whorri  it  imports 
To  make  their  Arms  their  Bufinefi,  Aim,  and  Glory, 
And  where  fo  proper,  as  upon  thofe  Rebels 
That  covered  all  the  State  with  Blood  and  Death .-^ 
<   Grill.  Stor'dArfenals  and  Armories;  Fields  of  Horfe,. 
Ordnance,  Munition,  and  the  Nerve  of  War, 
Sound  Infantry,  not  Harrafs'd  and  Difeas'd, 
To  meet  the  dttcj^Navar^  lliould  firft  be  thought  on. 

Gmfe.  I  find,  my  Lord,  the  Argument  grows  warmj, 
Therefore,  thus  much,  and  I  have  done  :  I  go 
To  join  the  Holy  League  in  this  great  War, 
In  which  no  place  of  Oifice,  or  Command, 
Not  of  the  Greateft,  Ihall  be  bought  or  fold 
Whereas  too  Honours  often  are  Conferred  ; 
On  Souldiers,  and  no  Souldiers  :  This  Man  Knighted: 
Becaufe  heCharg'd  a  Troop  before  his  Dinner, 
And  Iculk'd  behind  a  Hedg  iW  Afternoo;! : 
I  will  have  ftridt  Examination  made 
Betwixt  the  Meritorious  and  the  Bafe. 

Grill.  You  have  Mouth'dit  bravely,  and  there  is  no  doubt. 
Your  Deeds  would  anl\ver  well  your  haughty  Words ; 
Yet  let  me  tell  you.  Sir,  there  is  a  Man, 
Curfe  on  the  Hearts  that  hate  him,  that  wou^  better. 
Better  than  you,  or  all  your  puffy  Race, 
That  better  would  become  the  Great  Battalion ; 
That  when  he  Shines  in  Arms,  and  Suns  the  Field, 
Moves,  Speaks,  and  Fights,  and  is  himfelf  aWar. 

Guife..  Your  Idol,  Sir,  you  mean  the  Great  J^avarr ; 
But  yet,  
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GrilL  No  Yet,  my  Lord  of  6u/feyj\oYet ; 
By  Arms,  I  bar  you  that ;  I  fvvear,  No  Yet: 
For  never  was  his  like,  nor  fliall  again, 
Tho'  voted  from  his  Right  by  your  Curs'd  League. 

Guife.  Judge  not  too  raflily  of  the  Holy  League, 
But  look  at  home* 

Gri//.  Ha !  dar'll  thou  juftifie 
Thofe  Villains?. 

Guife.  Fie  not  juftify  a  Villain 
Morej:han  your  felf  but  if  you  thus  proceed. 
If  every  heated  Breath  can  puff  away, 
On  each  furmife,  the  Lives  of  Free-born  People, 
What  need  that  Awful  General  Convocatlbn, 
The  Aflembly  of  the  States  ?  Nay  let  me  urge. 
If  thus  they  villifiethe  Holy  League, 
What  may  their  Heads  expeft  ? 

Gn/l.  What,  if  L  cou  d, 
They  lliould  be  certain  of,  whole  Piles  of  Fire. 

Guife.  Collonel,  'tis  very  well  I  know  your  Mind, 
Which,  without  fear,  or  flattery  to  your  Perfon, 
'  rje  tell  the  King,  and  then,  with  his  permiffion, 
Proclaim  it  for  a  w^arning  to  our  People. 

Gri/L  Come,  you're  a  Murderer  your  felf  within, 
A  Traytor. 

Guife,  Thou  a=— hot  old  Hair-brain  d  Fool. 

Gn//.  You  were  Complotter  with  the  Curfed  League, 
The  black  Abettor  of  our  Harrys  Death. 

Guife.  'Tis  falfe. 

Gri//.  'Tis  true,  as  thou  art  double-hearted  : 
Thou  double  Traytor,  toConfpire  fo  bafely, 
And  when  found  out,  more  bafely  to  deny't. 

Guije.  G  Gracious let  me  found  thy  Name^ 
Left  this  old  ruft  of  War,  this  knotty  Trifler, 
Should  raife  me  to  extreames. 

Gri//.  If  thou  rt  a  Man, 
That  ditfft  refiife  the  Challenge  of  Mavary 
Come  forth. 

Guife.  Go  on,  fince  thou  rt  refolv'd  on  Death, 
rie  follow  thee,  and  rid  thy  ftiaking  Soul. 
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Enter  King,  Queen  Mother,  Alphonfo,  Abbot,  Sfc. 

But  fee,  the  King  :  I  fcorn  to  ruin  thee, 
Therefore  go  tell  him,  tell  him  thy  own  Story. 

King.  Ha,  Colonel,  is  this  your  Friendly  vifit  ? 
Telfme  the  truth,  how  happen  d  this  diforder  > 
,  Thofe  ruffrd  Hands,  red  Looks,  and  port  of  fury  ? 

Gri//.  I  told  him,  Sir,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo. 
He  was  the  Author  of  the  Rebel  League, 
Therefore  a  Traytor,  and  a  Murderer. 

King,  Is't  poffible? 

Guife.  No  matter,  Sir,*  no  matter,* 
A  few  hot  words,  no  more  upon  my  Life  ; 
The  old  Manrowz'd,  and  fliook  himfelf  a  little.-. 
So  if  your  Majefty  will  do  me  Honour, 
I  do  befeech  you  let  the  bufmefs  die. 

King.  Grillon,  fubmit  your  felf,  and  ask  his  pardofl. 

GrilL  Pardon  me,  I  cannot  do't. 

King.  Where  are  the  Guards  ? 

Guife.  Hold,  Sir;  come  Colonel,  Fie  ask  Pardon  for  you : 
This  Souldferly  Embrace  makes  up  the  breach  ; 
We  will  be  fo rry,  Sir,  for  one  another. 

Gri//.  My  Lord,  I  know  not  what  to  anfwer  you, 
I'm  friends,  and  I  am  not,  and  fo  farewell.  lExit. 

King.  You  have  your  Orders ;  yet  before  you  go, 
Take  this  Embrace  :  I  court  you  for  my  Friend, 
Tho'  Grillon  wou'd  not* 

Guife.  I  thank  you  on  my  Knees. 
-  And  ftill  while  Life  lhall  laft,  will  take  ftrift  care 
To  juftify  my  Loyalty  to  your  Perfon.  [^Exit, 

Q^M.  Excellent  Loyalty,  to  lock  you  up  ! 

King.  I  fee  even  to  the  bottom  of  his  Soul : 
And,  Madam,  I  muft  fay  the  Guife  has  Beauties, 
But  they  are  fet  in  Night,  and  foul  Defjgn : 
He  was  my  Friend  when  young,  and  might  be  ftill. 

Al>/jot,  Mark'd  you  hisiiollow  accents  at  the  parting  > 

Q^M  Graves  in  hi5  Smiles. 

King.  Death  in  his  bloodlefs  Hands. 
O Marmout'icre  !  now  I  will  haftc  to  meet  thee ,* 
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The  Face  of  Beauty,  on  this  rifing  Horrour, 
Looks  like  the  midnight-Moon  upon  a  Murder  ,v 
It  gilds  the  dark  defign  that  ftays  for  Fate, 
And  drives  the  Shades  thatthicken  from  the  State. 


ACT  m.  SCEN  E 

Eftter  Grillon  W  Polin. 

6ri//.  TTAve  then  tTiis  Pious  Council  of  Sixteen 
JlJL  Scented  your  late  Difcovery  of  the  Plot  > 

PoL  Not  as  from  me,  forftill  I  kennel  with  them, 
And  bark  as  loud  as  the  mod  deep- mouth'd  Tray  tor  j 
Againft  the  King,  his-  Government  and  Laws ; 
Whereon  immediately  there  runs  a  Cry 
Of,  Seize  him  on  the  next  Proceffion,  feife  him. 
And  clap  the  Chilperkk.  in  a  Monaftry  ; 
Thus  it  was  fixt,  as  I  before  difcover'd  : 
But  when,  againft  hisCuftom,  they  perceived 
The  King  abfented,  ftreight  the  Rebels  met, 
And  roar'd,  they  were  undone. 

Gnll.  O,  'tis  like  em, 
Tis  like  their  Mungrel  Souls  ;  flefli  'em  with  Fortune, 
And  they  will  worry  Royalty  to  Death : 
But  if  fome  crabbed  Virtue  turn  and  pinch  'em, 
Mark  me,  they'l  run,  and  yelp,  and  clap  their  Taik, 
Like  Curs,  betwixt  their  Legs,  and  howl  for  Mercy. 

PoL  But  Malkorn^  fagacious  on  the  point, 
Gry'd,  Call  the  Sheriffs,  and  bid  'em  arm  their  Bands;  ■ 
'  Add  yet  to  this,  to  raife  you  above  hope. 
The  Guife  my  Matter  will  be  here  to  day. 
For,  on  bare  guefscrf*  what  has  been  revealed^,  - 
He  wingy  a  Meffenger  to  give  him  notice  \ 
Yet  Ipight  of  all  this  Faftor  of  the  Fiends 
Gou  d  urge,they  flunk  their  Heads  like  Hinds  in  Storms 
But  fee,  they  come. 


22  mDuyofGvisE. 

■i 

Grill,  Away^  Tie  have  amongfl:  'em ; 
Fly  to  the  King;  warn  him  of  Gz/i/^j- coming, 
That  he  may  ftraight  difpatch  his  ftrift  Commands 
To  flop  him. 

1.  S/jer.  Nay,  this  is  Colonel  GrMon^ 
The  Blunderbufs  o'th'  Court,  away,  away, 
He  carries  Ammunition  in  his  Face. 

Grill  Hark  you  my  Friends  ,  if  you  are  notinhafle, 
Becaufe  you  are  the  Pillars  of  the  City, 
I  wou'd  inform  you  of  a  General  Ruine. 

2.  Sh^r.  Ruine  to  the  City !  marry.  Heaven  forbid  ! 
Grill.  Amen,  I  fay  ;  for  look  you ,  I'm  your  Friend  : 

Tis  blown  about  you've  plotted  on  the  King, 

To  feize  him,  if  not  kill  him  ;  for  who  knows, 

When  once  your  Confcience  yields,  how  far 'twill  ftretch  ^ 

Next,  quite  to  dafh  your  firmeft  hopes  in  pieces. 

The  Duke  of  Gutfe  is  dead. 

!•  Sher,  Dead,  Colonel/ 

2r.  Sher.  Undone,  undone  I 

GrilL  The  World,  cannot  redeem  you ;  , 
For  what.  Sirs,  if  the  King,  provok'd  at  laft, 
Should  joyn  the  Spaniard,  and  fhou'dfire  your  City, 
Tarts  your  Head,  but  a  moft  Venemous  one. 
Which  mud  be  blooded  ? 

I.  Sher,  Blooded,  Colonel ! 

Grill.  Ay,  blooded,  thou  moft  Infamous  Magiftrate, 
Or  you  will  blood  the  King,  and  burn  the  Louvre  \ 
But  ere  that  be ,  fall  million  mifcreant  Souls, 
Such  Earth-born  minda as  yours  ;  for,  mark  me,  Slaves, 
Did  you  not  Ages  paft  coiifign  your  Lives, 
Liberties,  Fortunes,  to  Imperial  hands. 
Made  'em  the  Guardians  of  your  fickly  Years, 
And  now  your  grow  n  up  to  a  Boobies  Greatnefs, 
What,  wou'd  you  vvreft  the  Scepter  from  his  Hand  ? 
Now,  by  the  Majeftie  of  Kings  I  fwear. 
You  fliall  as  foon  befav'd  for  packing  Juries. 

X,  Sher,  Why,  Sir,  mayn't  Citizens  be  fa v'd  > 


GrUL  Yes,  Sir, 
From  drowning,  to  be  h^g4,  b^fnt,  broke  o'th'  Wheel. 
I.  Sher.  Colonel,  you  fpeak  us  plain. 

Grill.  A  Plague  confound  you. 
Why  Ihouldl  not?  what  is  there  in  fuch.Raskals 
Should  make  me  hide  my  Thought,  or  hold  my  tongue  ? 
Now,  in  the  Devils  name,  what  make  you  here, 
Dawbing  the  infide  of  the  Court  like  Snails, 
Sliming  our  Walls,  and  pricking  out  your  Horns  > 
To  hear,  I  warrant,  what,  the  King's  a  doing. 
And  what  the  Cabinet-Council ,  ttiea  to.  th'  City 
To  fpread  your  monftrous  Lyes,  and  fow  Sedition  ? 
Wild-fire  choak  you. 

I.         Well^  we'll  think  of  this. 
And  fo  we  take  our  leaves  ? 

GrilL  Nay,  (lay,  my  Matters  ; 
For  I'm  a  thinking  now  jufl:  whereabouts 
Grow  the  two  caltefl:  T^xtt%.mArden  Forell, 

I.  Sher.  Forwlaatj  pray  Coloncljifweniay  be  fo  bold.^ 

Grill  Why  to  hang  you  upon  the  higheft  Branches; 
Fore-God  it  will  be  fo  ;  and  I  lhail  laugh 
To  fee  you  dangling  to  and  fro  i'th' Air, 
With  the  honeft  Crows  pecking  your  Tray  tors  Limbs. 

AIL  Good  Colonel!  ; L-it 

GrilL  Good  Rats,  my  precious  Vermin, 
You  moving  Dirt,  you  rank  ftark  Muck  o'tlv  World, 
You  Oven-Bats,  you  things  fo  far  from  Souls, 
Like  Dogs,  you're  out  of  Providence's  reach, 
And  only  fit  for  hanging  ;'but  be  gone, 

And  think  of  Plunder-  You  right  Elder  Sheriff, 

WhoCarv'd  our  Henry* s  Image  on  a  Table, 
At  your  Club-Feaft,  and  after  ftabb'd  it  through  .V 

I.  Sher.  Mercy,  good  Colonel. 

GrVL  Run  with  your  Nofe  to  Earth, 
Run  Blood-houndj  run,  and  fcentout  Royal  Murder., 
You  fecond  Rogue,  but  equal  to  the  firfl;. 
Plunder,  Go  hang ,  'nay  take  yxDur  tackling  with  ypu; 
For  thefe  fliall  hold  you  faft,  your  Slaves  lhall  hang  you 
To  the  mid  Region  in  the  Sua :  j  Exeknt  Sheriffs 

Plunder,  be  gone  Vipers,  Afps,  auAAdders.  %    and  Peof^le. 
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Enter  Malicorn. 

Ha,  but  here  comes  a  Fiend  that  foars  above, 
A  Prince  o'th'  Air,  that  fets  the  Mud  a  moving. 

MaL  Collonel,  a  word. 

GrtlL  I  hold  no  fpecch  with  Villains. 

Mai  But,  Sir,  it  may  concern  your  Fame  and  Safety. 

Qril  No  matter,  I  had  rather  die  traduced. 
Than  live  by  fuch  a  Villains  help  as  thine. 
>     Mai  Hate  then  the  Tray  tor,  but  yet  love  the  Treafon* 

Gril  Why,  are  not  you  a  Villain  ? 

Mai  'Tis  confefs  d. 

Grill  Then  in  the  Name  of  all  thy  Brother  Devils, 
what  wou'dft  thou  have  with  me  ? 

Mai  I  know  you're  honeft, 
Therefore  it  is  my  bufinefs to  difturb  you. 

Grill  Fore  God  Tie  beat  thee,  if  thou  urge  me  farther. 

Mai  Why  tho'  youflioud,yet  if  you  hear  me  after. 
The  pleafure  I  lhall  take  in  your  vexation. 
Will  heal  my  Bruifes. 

Grill  Wert  thou  definite  Rogue, 
rfaith,  I  think  that  I  Ihouldgive^hee  hearing  y 
But  fuch  aboundlefs  Villany  as  thine, 
Admits  no  Patience. 

Mai  Your  Niece  is  come  to  Court, 
And  yields  her  Honour  to  our  Henrys  Bed. 

Grill  Thou  ly'ft,  damn'd  Villain.  [Strikes  him. 

Mai    So,  why  this  I  look'd  for :  ' 
But  yet  I  fwear  by  Hell,  and  my  Revenge, 
^Tis  true  as  you  have  wrong'd  me. 

Griff,  Wrong'd  thee,  Villain  J 
And  name  Revenge!  O  wer't  thou  Grillon's  Match, 
And  worthy  of  my  Sword,  I  fwear  by  this 
One  had  been  pad  an  Oath  but  thou-rt  a  Worm, 
And  if  I  tread  thee  dar  ft  not  turn  again. 

Mai  'Tis  falfe,  I  dare  like  you,  but  cannot  aft ; 
Tliere  is  no  force  in  this  Enervate  Arm. 
Blafted  I  was  e're  born,  Curfe  on  my  Stars, 
Got  by  fome  dotard  in  his  pithlefs  Years, 

And 


And  fent  a  wither'd  Saplin  to  the  world. 
Yet  I've  Brain,  and  there  is  my  Revenge ; 
^:Therefore  I  fay  agen  thefe  Eyes  have  feen 
Thy  Blood  at  jCourt  bright^is  a  Summers  Morn, 
When  all  the  Heaven  is  fireak'd  with  dappl'd  Fires, 
And  fleck'd  with  Blulhes  like  a  rifl'd  Maid ; 
Nay,  by  the  Gleamy  Fires  that  melted  from  her 
Faft  Sighs  and  Smiles,  fwoln  Lips  and  heaving  BreaftSj 
My  Soul  prefages  flenry  has  enjoy'd  her. 

Grili,  Again  thou  ly'ft ;  and  I  will  crumble  thee, 
Thou  bottl'd  Spider,  into  thy  Primitive  Earth, 
Unlefs  thou  fwear  thy  very  Thought's  a  Lye. 

MaL  I  ftand  in  Adamant ,  and  thus  defie  thee  ; 
Nay  draw,  and  with  the  edge  betwixt  my  Lips, 
Even  while  thourak'ft  it  through  my  Teeth,  Tie  fwear 
All  I  have  faid  is  true,  as  thou  art  honeft, 
OrlaViUain, 

GrilL  Damn'd  infamous  Wretch, 
So  much  below  my  fcorn,  I  dare  not  kill  thee : 
And  yet  fo  much  my  hate ,  that  I  muflfear  thee. 
For  Ihould  it  be  as  thou  haft  faid,'  not  all 
The  Trophies  of  my  Lawreird  Honefty 
Shou'd  bar  me  from  forfaking  tliis  bad  World, 
And  never  draw  my  Sword  for  He^ry  more. 

Ma/,  Ha,  'tis  well',  and  now  I  am  Reveng'd. 
I  was  in  hopes  thou  would'ft  have  utter'  Treafon, 
And  forfeited  thy  Head  to  pay  me  fully. 

Grr/L  Haft  thou  Compared  for  a  Leafe  of  Years 
With  Hell,  that  thus  thou  ventur  ft  to  provoke  me.^ 

Ma/.  Perhaps  I  have :(  How  right  the  Blockhead;  hit?-.) 
Yet  more  to  rack  thy  Heart,  and  break  thy  Brain;:^  do  mfl 
Thy  Niece  has  been  before  the  Gui/es  Miftrefs.  >  ■-  -  Z  briKlu^ 

Grill,  Hell-hound,  avant.  ■ 

Ma/.  Forgive  my  honeft  meaning.  {E 

Grill.  'Tis  hatch'd  beneath,  a  Plot  upon  mine  honour. 
And  thus  he  lays  his  Baits  to  Catch  iiay  Spul,;{  bnji       -  f.V/v 
Ha!  but  the  Prelence  Opens,  who  comes  here;.'     "  ' 
By  Heaven  my  Niece,  led  by  Alpho'^?fo  Corfo  ! 
Ha,  Malicornis't  polTible,  Truth  frorn  thee! 
Tis  plain,  and  I  in  Juftifying  Woman  . 
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"Have  done  the  Devil  wrong. 

Alfik  Madam>  the  King, 
Pleafe  you  to  fit,  willinftantly  attend  you. 

GrilL  Death,Hell,and  Furies !  ha,  Ihe  comes  to  feck  him, 

O  Proftitute,  and  on  her  prodigal  Flefti 
She  has  lavifli'd  all  the  Diamonds  of  the  G^^/fi 
To  fet  her  off,  and  fell  her  to  the  King. 

Mar,  O  Heavens!  did  ever  Virgin  yet  attempt 
An  Enterprife  like  mine  ?  I  that  refolv'd 
Never  to  leave  thofe  dear  delightful  Shades, 
But  aft  the  little  part  that  Nature  gave  me, 
On  the  Green  Carpets  of  fome  guiltlefs  Grove, 
And  having  finifti'd  it  forfake  the  World, 
Unlefs  fometimes  my  Heart  might  entertain 
Some  fmall  remembrance  of  the  taking  Gux/e  r 
But  that  far,  far  from  any  dark'ning  Thought, 
To  Cloud  my  Honour,  or  Ecllpfe  my  Virtue. 

Gr/!/,  Thou  ly 'ft,  and  if  thou  hadft  not  glanc  d  afide, 
And  fpy'd  me  coming,  I  had  had  it  all. 

Mcir^  By  Heav'n,  by  all  that's  good--  

GrilL  Thou  haft  loflthy  Honour, 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  this  Hand  by  which  I  caught  thee 
From  the  bold  Ruffian  in  the  Maflacre, 
That  would  have  (lain'd  thy  almoft  Infant  Honour, 
With  Luft,  and  Blood,  doft  thou  remember  it  ? 

Mar,  I  do,  and  blefs  the  Godlike  Arm  that  fev'cl  me. 

Gri/I,  'Tisfalfe,thouhafl  forgot  my  generous  Ailion; 
And  now  thou  laugh'fl:  to  think  how  thou  haft  cheated, 
For  all  his  kindnefs,  this  old  grifl'd  Fool. 

Mcu\  Forbid  it  Heaven  ! 

Grill.  But  oh  that  thou  hadft  dy'd 
Ten  thoufand  Deaths,  e're  blafted  Grillofis  Glory^ 
Grillon  that  fav'd  theefrom  a  barbarous  World, 
Where  thou  hadft  ftarv'd,  or  fold  thy  felf  for  Bread, 
Took  thee  into  his  Bofom,  fofter^  thee 
As  his  own  Soul,  and  lap'd  thee  in  his  Heart-firings  ; 
And  now,  for  all  my  Cares,  to  ferve  me  thus ! 
O  'tis  too  much  ye  Powers!  double  Cqnfufion 
On  all  my  Wars ;  and  oh,  out,  lhamc  upon  thee. 
It  wrings  the  Tears  from  Grillon'^  Iron  Hearty 
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And  melts  me  to  a  Bale. 

Mar,  Sir,  Father,  hear  me ; 
I  come  to  Court,  tofaye  the  Life  of  Gktfe, 

GrilL  And  proftitute  thy  Honour  to  the  King. 

Mar,  I  have  look'd,  perhaps,  too  nicely  for  my  Sex, 
Into  the  dark  Affairs  of  fatal  State ; 
And  to  advance  this  dangerous  Inquifition, 
I  liftn'd  to  the  Love  of  daring  Gu^e. 

Grill  By  Arms,  by  Honefty,  Ifwearthou  lov'ft  him. 

Mar.  By  Heav'n,  that  gave  thofe  Armsfuccefs,  I  fwear 
I  do  not,  as  you  think,  but  take  it  all. 
Tve  heard  the  Gutfe,  not  with  an  Angels  temper, 
Something  beyond  the  tendernefs  of  pity. 
And  yet,  not  Love. 

Now,  by  the  Powers  that  framM  me,  this  is  all ; 
Norlhould  the  World  have  wrought  this  clofeConfcflion, 
But  to  rebate  your  jealoufie  of  Honour. 

GnlL  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  nor  what  to  think  j 
There  s  Heaven  ftill  in  thy  Voice,  but  that's  a  Sign 
Virtue's  departing,  for  thy  better  Angel 
Still  makes  the  Womans  Tongue  his  rifing  Ground, 
Wags  there  a  while,  and  takes  his  flight  for  ev^er. 

Mar,  You  muft  not  go. 

Grill,  Tho'  I  have  Reafon  plain 
As  day,  to  judge  thee  falfe,  I  think  thee  true: 
By  Heaven,  methinks  I  fee  a  Glory  round  theei 
There's  fomething  fays  thou  wilt  not  lofe  thy  Honour : 
Death,  and  the  Devil,  that's  my  own  Honefty: 
My  foolilh  open  Nature,  that  would  have 
All  like  my  felf ;  but  off  \  Tie  hence  and  Curfe  thee. 

Mar.O^^yl 

Gri//.  Iwonnot, 

Mar,  Hark,  the  King's  a  coming. 
Let  me  conjure  you,  for  your  own  Souls  quiet, 
And  for  the  everlafting  reft  of  mine. 
Stir  not  till  you  have  heard  my  Hearts  defign. 

Griff,  Angel,  or  Devil,  I  will — —nay,  at  this  rate 
She'll  make  me  flaortly  bring  him  to  her  Bed, 
Bawd  for  him?  No,  he  (hall  make  me  run  my  Head 
Into  a  Cannon,  when'tisjiring,  firft. 

Ez  That's 
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That's  honourable  fport,  but  111  retire, 

And  if  Ihc  plays  me  talfe,  heres  that  fhall  merid  her. 

•'^'^■  '^{Marmoutiere  Sits.  Sofig  and  Danct, 

Enter  the  King. 

King.  After  the  breathing  of  a  Love-fick  Heart> 
Upon  your  Hand,once  more,  nay  twice,  forgive  ms. 

M^r.  I  difcompofe  you,  Sir. 

King  Thoudoft,  by  Heaven  ; 
But  with  fuch  Charming  pleafure, 
I  love,  and  tremble,  as  at  Angels  view. 

Mar.  Love  me,  my  Lord  ^ 

King.  Who  fliou'd  be  lov'd,  but  you  ? 
Solov'd,  that  even  my  Crown,  -and  lelf  are  vile. 
While  you  are  by,  try  me  upon  delpair  ; 
My  Kingdom  at  the  ftake,  Ambition  ftarv'd  ^ 
Revenge  forgot,  and  all  great  Appetites 
That  whet  uncommon  Spirits  to  afpire, 

So  once  a  day  I  may  have  leave  

Nay,  Madam,  then  you  fear  me. 

Mar.  Fear  you,  Sir,  - what  is  there  dreadful  in  you  > 
You've  all  the  Graces  that  can  Crown  Mankind 
Yet  wear  *em  fo,  as  if  you  did  not  know ^em.- 
So  ftainlefs,  fearlcfs,  free  in  all  your  actions, 
As  if  Heaven  lent  you  to  the  World  to  Pattern-." 

King.  Madam,  I  find  you're  no  Petitioner  ; 
My  People  would  not  ttext  me  in  this  fore  ; 
Tho'  'twere  to  gain  a  part  of  tlieir  Defign  : 
But  to  the  Guife  they  deal  their  faichlefs  Praife 
As  faft,  as  you  your  flattery  to  me ; 
Tho'  for  what  end  I  cannot  guefs,  except 
You  come,  like  them,  to  mock  at  my  Misfortunes. 

Mar.  Forgive  you.  Heaven !  that  thought :  no,  mighty  Monarcli^. 
The  Love  of  all  the  Good,  and  wonder  of  the  Great ; 
I  fwear,  by  Heaven,  my  Heart  adores,  and  loves  you. 

King.  O,  Madam,  rile. 

Mar.  Nay,  were  you,- ^ Sir,  unthron'd 
By  this  Seditious  Rout  that  dare  defpife  you  ; 
Blaft  all  my  days,  ye  Powers,  t?rment  my  Nights  r 

■  Nay,: 


The  Duke  of  GUISE.  29 

Nay,  let  the  Mifery  invade. my  Sex, 
That  cou'd  not  for  the  Royal  Caufe  like  me, 
Throw  all  their  Luxury  before  your  Feet, 
And  follow  you  like  Pilgrims  through  the  World. 

Gril/.  Sound  Wind,  and  Limb,  fore-Cod  a  gallant  Girl.  [Jftcle^ 

King,  What  Ihall  I  anfwer  to  thee,  O  thou  Balm 
To  heal  a  broken,  yet  a  Kingly  Heart ; 
For,  fo  I  fwear  I  will  be  to  my  Laft  ; 
Come  to  my  Arms,  and  be  thy  Harrys  Angel, 
Shine  through  my  Cares^  and  make  my  Crown  fit  eafie. 

Mar,  O  never.  Sir. 

A7«g.  What  laid  you,  Marmoutkre> 
Why  doft  thou  turn  thy  Beauties  into  Frowns  ? 

Mar.  You  know.  Sir,  'tis  impolfible,  no  more. 

King.  No  more — and  with  that  ftern  refolv'd  behaviour. 
By  Heaven,  were  I  a  dying,  and  the  Prieft 
Shou'd  urge  my  laft  Confelfion,  I'd  cry  out, 
Oh  Marmoutiere,  and  yet  thou  fay'ft,  no  more. 

Mar,  'Tiswell,  Sir,  I  have  loft  my  aim,  fare  well. 

King.  Come  back,  O  ftay,  my  Life  flows  after  you. 

Mar,  No,  Sir,  I  find  I  am  a  trouble  to  you,. 
You  will  not  hear  ray  Suit. 

King.  You  Cannot  go, 

Youlhannot  Oyourfuit,  I  kneel  to  grant  it, 

I  beg  you  take  whatever  you  demand. 

Mar.  Then,  Sir,  thus  low,  or  proftrate,ifyou  pleafe, 
Let  me  intreat  for  Guife. 

King.  Ha,  Madam,  what ! 
For  Guife;  for  Guifel  that  ftubborn  arrogant  Rebel, 
That  laughs  at  proffer'd  Mercy,  flights  his  Pardon, 
Mocks  Royal  Grace,  and  plots  upon  my  Life  : 
Ha  I.  and  do  you  proted:  him  ?  then  the  World 
Is fworn to  Henrys  Death  :  does  Beauty  tooj 
-And  Innocence  it  felf,  confpire  againft  me^ 
Then  let  me  tamely  yield  my  Glories  up. 
Which  once  I  vow'd  with  my  drawn  Sword  to^  wear 
To  my  laft  drop  of  Blood  ?  Come,  G^iife,  come  Cardinal, 

AH  you  lov'd  Traytors,  come-  1  ftrip  to  meet  you  5 

Sheath  all  your  Daggers  in  Curft  Henry  s  Heart. 

Mar.  This  I  expefted,  but  when  you  have  heard  i 
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How  far  I  would  intreat  your  Majcfty, 
Perhaps  you'll  be  more  Calm. 

/^i»g.  See,  I'm  hufli'd  ; 
Speak  then,  how  far.  Madam,  wou'd  you  Command? 

Mar,  Not  to  proceed  to  laft  Extremities, 
Before  the  Wound  is  defperate,  think  alone. 
Tor  no  Man  Judges  like  your  Majefty ; 
Take  your  own  Methods,  all  the  heads  of  France 
Cannot  fo  well  advife  you,  as  your  felf : 
Therefore  refume,  my  Lord,  your  Godlike  temper, 
Yet  do  not  bear  more  than  a  Monarch  lliould  : 
Believe  it,  Sir,  the  more  your  Majefty 
Draws  back  your  Arm,  the  more  of  Fate  it  Carries. 

KJffg,  Thou  Genius  of  my  State,  thou  perfeft  Model 
Of  Heaven  it  felf,  and  abftraft  of  the  Angels, 
Forgive  the  late  difturbance  of  my  Soul, 
I'm  clear  by  Nature,  as  a  Rocklefs  Stream, 
But  they  dig  through  the  Gravel  of  my  Heart ; 
Therefore  let  me  conjure  you  do  not  go ; 
*ris  faid  the  Gu/fe  will  come  in  fpight  of  me  ;  ^ 
Suppofe  it  poffible,  and  flay  to  advile  me. 

Mar,  I  will,  but  on  your  Royal  word,  no  more, 

^:»g.  I  will  be  eafie 
To  my  lalT:  gafp,  as  your  own  Virgin  Thoughts, 
And  never  dare  to  breathe  m.y  Palijon  more ; 
Yet  youll  allow  me  now  and  then  to  ligh 
As  we  difcourfe,  and  Court  you  with  my  Eyes. 

Enter  Alphonfo. 

Why  do  you  wave  your  Hand, 
And  warn  me  hence  ? 
So  looks  the  poor  Condemned, 
When  Jufticc  beck  ns,  there's  no  hope  of  Pardon. 
.Sternly,  like  you,  the  Judge  his  Viftim  eyes, 
And  thus,  like  me,  the  Wretch  defpairing  dies.     [Exit  with  Alph. 
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Enter  Grillon. 

GtilL  O  Rare,  rare  Creature,  by  the  Power  that  made  m€  : 
Wer't  poffible  we  cou'd  be  damn'd  aeain: 
By  fome  new  Eve^  fuch  Virtue  might  relieve  us; 
O I  cou  d  clafp  thee,  but  that  my  Arms  are  rough, 
Till  all  thy  Sweets  were  broke  with  my  Embraces, 
And  kils  thy  Beauties  to  a  diflblution. 

Mar.  Ah  Father,  Uncle,  Brother,  all  the  Kin, 
The  precious  Blood  that's  left  me  in  the  World, 
Believe,  dear  Sir,  what-e're  my  aftions  feem, 
I  will  not  lofe  my  Virtue  for  a  Throne. 

Gr///.  Why,  I  will  Caive  thee  out  a  Throne  my  felf ; 
rie  hew  down  all  the  Common-wealths  in  Chrijlendomy 
And  feat  thee  on  their  Necks,  as  high  as  Heaven. 

Enter  Ahhot  Delbene. 

Ahb.  Colonel,  your  Ear. 

Mar.  By  thefe  whifpering  Councils, 
My  Soul  prefages  that  the  Gutfe  is  coming : 
If  he  dares  come,  were  I  a  Man,  a  King, 
Td  facrifice  him  in  the  City's  fight. 

0  Heavens!  w^hat  was't  I  faid?  Were  I  a  Man,  n 

1  know  not  that,  but,  as  I  am  a  Virgin, 
If  I  wou'd  offer  thee,  too  lovely  Guifey 

It  ihou  d  be  kneeling  to  the  Throne  for  Mercy. 

Ha !  then  thou  lov'ft,  that  thou  art  thus  concern'd? , 

Down,  rifing  mifchief,  down,  or  I  will  kill  thee. 

Even  in  thy  Caufe,  and  ftrangle  new  born  pity.* 

Yet,  if  he  w  ere  not  married  !  ha,  what  then  ? 

His  Charms  prevail,  no,  let  the  Rebel  dye. 
I  faint  beneath  this  ftrong  oppreffion  here, 
Reafon  and  Love  rend  my  divided  Soul, 
Heavnbethe  Judg,  and  ftill  let  Virtue  Conquer ; 
Love  to  his  Tune  my  jarring  Heart  woud  bring, 
But  ReafoQ  over-winds  and  Cracks  the  String.  C^-^^^  • 

Ahb.  The  King  difpatches  Order  upon  Order, 
^  With  pofitivc  Command  to  flop  his  comings 
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Yet  there  is  notice  given  to  the  City,- 
Befides  Belleure  brought  but  a  half  account, 
How  that  the  Guife  reply 'd  he  would  obey 
His  Majefty  in  all,  yet  if  he  might 
Have  leave  to  juftify  himfelf  before  him, 
He  doubted  not  his  Caufe.  • 

Grill,  The  Ax,  the  Ax, 
Rebellion's  pamper'd  to  a  Plurifie, 

And  it  muft  bleed.  ^  iShout  within, 

AUot.  Hark,  what  a  flioutwas  there! 
J'le  to  the  King,  it  may  be  'tis  reported 
On  purpofe  thus. 
Let  there  be  Truth  or  Lies 

In  this  mad  Fame,  Pie  bring  you  inftant  word.        [^Exit  Abbot. 

Manet  Grillon : .  E^ter  Guife,  Cardinal,  Mayen,  Malicorn, 
Attendants^  &c.  Shouts  again. 

Grill.  Death,  and  thou  Devil,  Malicorny  is  that 
Thy  Mafter  > 

Guife,  Yes,  Grillon,  ^tis  the  Guife^ 
One  that  wou'd  Court  you  for  a  Friend. 

Grill,  A  Friend, 
Tray  tor,  thou  mean'ft,  and  fo  I  bid  thee  welcome ; 
But  fince  thou  art  fo  infolent  thy  blood 

Be  on  thy  Head,  and  fall  by  me  unpitied.  \Exit. 
Guife,  The  bruifes  of  his  Loyalty  havecraz'd  him.  [Shouts  louder. 

Spirit  within  Sings. 

Malicorn,  Malicorn,  Malicorn,  ho  f 
If  the  Guife  refohes  to  g<7, 
/  charge^  I  warn  thee  let  htm  know, 
Perhaps  his  head  may  lye  too  low. 

Guife,  Why,  Malicorn  ? 
Mai.  Ifiarting,']  Sir,  do  not  lee  the  King. 
Guife.  I  will. 
Mai,  'Tis  dangerous. 
Guife.  Therefore  I  will  fee  him, 
Au4  fo  report  my  danger  to  the  People.  Halt 
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Halt  to  your  Judgment,  let  him,  if  he  dare; 
But  more,  more,  more,  why,  MaUcom,  again  ? 
I  thought  a  look  with  us  had  been  a  Language  ; 
rie  talk  my  mind  on  any  point  but  this 
By  Glances ;  ha,  not  yet,  thou  makeft  me  blulli 
At  thy  delay;  why,  Man,  ;tis  more  thau  Life, 
Ambition,  or  a  Crown. 
Mai.  What,  Marmoutierel 

Guife,  Ay,  there  a  Generals  Heart  beat  like  a  Drum, 
Quick,  quick,  my  Reins,  my  Back,  and  Head,  and  Breaft, 
Ake,  as  Tde  been  a  Horfe-back  forty  hours. 

Mai.  She  has  feen  the  King. 

Guife.  I  thought  flie  might.  A  trick  upon  me,  well. 

MaL  Pafllon  o'  both  fides. 

Guifi.  His  thou  meaneft. 

Mai.  On  hers. 
Down  on  her  Knees. 

Guife.  And  up  again,  no  matter. 

MaL  Now  all  in  Tears,  now  fmiling,  fad  at  parting. 

Guife.  Diflembrd,  for  llie  told  me  this  before, 
'Tv\  as  all  put  on  that  I  might  hear  and  rave. 

Mai.  And  fo,  to  make  fure  work  on't,  by  Confent 
Of  Grillon^  who  is  made  their  Bawd. 

Guife.  Away. 

Mai.  She's  lodg'd  at  Court, 
Guife.  Tis  falfe,  they  do  belye  her. 
MaL  But,  Sir,  I  faw  the  Apartment. 
Guife.  What,  at  Court? 

MaL  At  Court,  and  near  the  King,  'tis  true  by  Heaven, 
I  never  play'd  you  foul,  why  fliould  you  doubt  me  ? 

Guife. \  wouM  thouhadft,  e're  thus  unmann'd  me^Heart, 
Blood,  Battles,  Fire,  and  Death,  I  run,  I  run. 
With  this  laft  blow,  he  drives  me  like  a  Coward  ; 
Nay,  let  me  never  win  a  Field  again, 
If  with  the  thought  of  thefe  irregular  Vapours, 
The  blood  han't  burft  my  Lips. 

Card.  Peace,  Brother. 

Gurfe.  By  Heaven,  I  took  thee  for  my  Souls  Phyfitian, 

F 
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And  doft  thcni  vomit  me  with  this  loath'd  peace  ? 
Tiscontradiftion ;  rto,  my  peaceful  Brother, 
rie  meet  him  now,  tho'  Fire,  arm'd  Cherybins 
Shou  d  crofs  my  way.  O  Jealoufie  of  L^e  / 
Greater  than  Fame :  Thou  eldeft  of  the  Paflions, 
Or  rather,  all  in  one,  I  here  invoke  thee, 
Where-ere  thou'rtThron'd  in  Air,  in  Earth,  or  Hell, 
Wing  me  to  my  Revenge,  to  Blood,  and  Ruin. 

Car  J.  Have  you  no  temper 

Gutje,  Pray,  Sir,  give  me  leave, 
A  moments  thought ;  ha,  but  I  fweat  and  tremble, 
My  Brain  runs  this  and  that  way,  'twiH  not  fix 
On  ought  but  vengeance,  Malkorn ;  call  the  People, 

[Shouts  within. 

But  hark,  they  Ihout  again,  Tie  on  and  meet 'em, 

Nay,  head  em  to  his  Palace  as  my  Guards ; 

Yet  more,  on  luch  exalted  Caufes  born, 

rie  wait  him  in  his  Cabinet  alone. 

And  look  him  pale,  while  in  his  Courts  without, 

The  People  fliout  him  dead  with  their  alarms. 

And  make  hisMiftrefs  tremble  in  his  Arms. 

•  \Epceunt, 


Scene  the  Third. 

Enter  King  and  Council 

[Shouts  without* 


King,  What  mean  thefe  Shouts 

Ahk  I  told  your  Majefty, 
The  Sheriffs  have  puff  *d  the  Populace  with  hopps 
Of  their  Deliverer. 

[Shouts  again. 

King.  Hark,  there  rung  a  Peal 
tike  Thunder ;  fee, /^/^*(?«^,  what*sthe^Caufe. 


Enter 
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Enter  Grillofl. 


Grill.  My  Lord,  the  Guife  is  come. 

Ki»g,  Is't  poffible !  ha,  Grillon^  faid'fl  thou^  come 

GrilL  Why  droops  the  Royal  Majefty?  OSir— ^ — 

Ki^g.  O  Villain,  Slave,  wert  thou  my  late  born  Heir, 
Giv'n  me  by  Heav'n,  ev'n  when  I  lay  a  dying; 
But  peace,  thou  feftring  thought,  and  hide  thy  Wound; 
Where  is  he  ? 

GrilL  With  her Majefty,  your  Mother; 
She  hastak'n  Chair,  and  he  walks  bowing  by  her, 
With  thirty  thoufand  Rebels  at  his  heels. 

King.  What's  to  be  done  ?  No  pall  upon  my  Spirit ; 
But  he  that  loves  me  beft,  and  dares  the  moft 
On  this  nice  point  of  Empire,  let  him  fpeak. 

Alph,  I  would  ad  vife  you.  Sir,  to  call  him  in. 
And  kill  him  inftantly  upon  the  Spot. 

Abh,  I  like  Alphonfos  Counfei,  fliort,  fure  Work? 
Cut  off  the  Head,  and  let  the  Body  walk. 


Enter  Quecfl-Mother. 

Q^M.  Sir,  the. Guife  WB^its. 

King.  He  enters  on  his  Fate. 

d^M.  Not  fo,  forbear,  the  City's  up  ifl  Arms ; 
Nor  doubt,  if  in  their  heat  you  cut  him  ofF, 
That  they  will  fpare  the  Royal  Majefty. 
Once,  Sir,  let  me  advife,  and  rule  your  Fury. 

King.  You  lhall,  Tie  fee  him,  and  Tie  fpare  him  now. 
M.  What  will  you  fay  > 

King.  I  know  not ; 
Colonel  Grillon,  call  the  Archers  in, 

F  X  Double 
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Double  your  Guard,  and  ftriftly  charge  the  Swhs 

Scand  to  their  Arms,  receive  him  as  aTraytor.  [Exit  G/ill 

My  Heart  has  fet  thee  down,  O  Ga/fcy  in  Blood, 

Blood,  Mother,  Blood,  ns  re  to  be  blotted  out. 

Q^Al  Yet  you  1  relent  when  this  hot  fit  is  over. 

A^zffg,  If  I  forgive  him,  may  I  ne're  be  fbrgiv'n  • 
N05  if  I  tamely  bear  fuch  Infolence, 
What  a£t  of  Treafon  will  the  Villains  ftop  at  ? 
Seize  mc,  theyVefworn,  Imprifon  me's  the  next. 
Perhaps  Arraign  me,  'and  then  doom  me  dead  ; 
But  e're  I  firffer  that,  fall  all  together. 
Or  rather,  on  their  flaughter'd  Heaps  ere£t 
Thy  Throne,  and  then  proclaim  it  for  Example, 
I'm  born  a  Monarch ;  which  implies,  alone 
To  weild  the  Scepter,  and  depend  on  none.  lExeunt. 


7be  End  of  the  Third  ACT 
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A  G  T  IV. 


SCENE  theLouvre\ 


A  chair  of  State  placd;  the  King  appears  Jit  ting  in  it  ;  a  Talk  hy 
hiniy  on  which  he  leans  ;  Attendants  on  each  fide  of  them :  amongji 
the  reft^  Abbot,  Grillon,  and  Bellieure.  The  Queen-Mother  en- 
ters  led ly  the  Duke  of  Guife,  who  makes  his  approach  with  three 
Reverences  to  the  Khtgs  Chair;  after  the  thirds  the  King  rifeSy 
and  coming  forward  J  [peaks. 

King.  T  Sent  you  word  you  fliould  not  come,. 
X    Gu{fe,  Sir,  that  I  came  

King,  Why,  that  you  came,  I  fee. 
Once  more,  Ifentyou  word,  you  fhould  not  come. 

Guife,  Not  come  to  throw  my  felf,  with  all  fubmillionj 
Beneath  your  Royal  Feet :  to  put  my  Caule 
And  Perion  in  the  Hands  of  Soveraign  Juftice  ! 

King,  Now  'tis  with  all  fubmitTion,  that's  the  Preface, 
Yet  ftiil  you  came  sgainft  my  flrift  Command, 
You  difobey'd  me,  Duke^  with  all  fubmiillon. 

Guife.  Sir,  it  was  tlie  laft  necefiity  that  qrove  me 
To  clear  my  felf  of  Calumnies,  and  ^Slanders, 
Muchurgdv  but  never  pr cv'd,  againft  my  rnnocence; 
Yet  had  I  known  it  was  your  exprefs  Command, 
I  fliould  not  have  approach 'd. 

King,  'Twasas  exprefs,  as  words  could  figairie  ; 
Stand  ioxih. Bellieure^  it  lhall  be  prov'd  you  knew  it, 
Stand  forth,,  and  to  this  falfe  Mans  Face  declare 
Your  M^flage,  word  for  Word. 

Bell,  Sir,  thus  it  was,  I  met  him  on  the  u  ay, 
And  plain  asl  could  fpeak,  T  gave  your  Orders> 
luft  in  thefe  following  Words  

Ki4g,, 
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King,  Enough,  I  know  you  told  him ; 
But  he  has  us'd  me  long  to  be  eontemn'd, 
And  I  can  ftill  be  patient,  and  forgive. 

Guife,  And  I  can  ask  forgivenels,  when  I  err; 
But  let  my  Gracious  Maftcr,  pleafe  to  know 
The  true  intent  of  my  mif-conftru'd  Faith. 
Should  \  not  come  to  vindicate  my  Fame,  . 
From  / wrong  Conftruftions  ?  And  

^/>^.Come,Duke,y ou  were  not  wrong'd  your  Confcience  knows. 
You  were  not  wrong'd,  were  you  not  plainly  told. 
That  if  you  dar'd  to  fet  your  Foot  in  TariSy 
You  fliou'd  be  held  the  caufe  of  all  Commotions, 
That  fliou'd  from  thence  enfue,  and  yet  you  came. 

Quife.  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  with  patience  but  to  hear  me  ? 

King,  I  will,  and  woud  be  glad,  my  Lord  of  Guife, 
To  clear  you  to  my  felf. 

Giiije.  I  had  been  told 
There  were  in  agitation  here  at  Court, 
Things  of  the  highell:  note  againlT:  Religion, 
Againll  the  common  Properties  of  Subjefts,  ' 
And  Lives  of  honeft  well  affefted  men  ; 
I  therefore  judg'd-^  - 

Kiyig,  Then  you,  it  feem^  are  Judge 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  People,  Judge  tor  them, . 
And.  Champion  againft  me  ? 

Guife.  I  fear'd  it  might  be  reprefented  fo, 
And  came  Refolv'd-—  

King,  To  head  the  Fadious  Crowd. 

Guife,  To  clear  my  Innocence.  • 

King,  The  means  for  that, 

Had  been  your  abfence  from  this  hot-brain'd  Town^  

Where  you,  not  I,  are  King.  ~ 

I  feel  my  Blood  kindling  within  my  Veins, 

The  Genius  of  the  Throne  knocks  at  my  Heart, 

Come  what  may  come,  he  dies. 

Q^M.  flopping  the  King.  What  mean  you,  Sir, 
,You  tremble  and  look  pale,  for  Heavens  fake  think, 
Tis  your  own  Life  you  venture,  if  you  kill  him. 

King,  Had  I  ten  thoufand  Lives,  Tie  venture  all. 
Give  me  way,  Madam. 
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Q^M.  Not  to  your  deftruftion. 
The  whole  ParifianHtrd  is  at  your  Gates,- 
A  Crowd  s  a  Name  top  fmall,  they  are  a  Nation, 
Numberlefi,  arm'd,  enrag  d,  one  Soul  informs  *em. 

King,  And  that  one  Soul  s  the  G/?//^,  Tie  rend  it  out, 
And  damn  the  Rabble  all  at  once  in  him. 

Guife.  (j/(^<f,)My  Fateisnow  iW  Eallance,  Fool  within, 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  forefight. 
3i,  Your  Guards  oppofe  'em. 

King,  Why  not  >  a  Multitude  s  a  Bulky  Coward. 

(2.      By  Heaven  there  are  not  Limbs  in  all  your  Guards, 
For  every  one  a  Morfel. 

I^ing.  Ccefar  quell'd  em, 
But  with  a  Look  and  Word. 
M,  So  Galha  thought. 

king.  But  Galha  was  not  Ciefar, 

Guife,  I  mud  not  give  em  time  for  Refolution.  {^Aftde, 
My  Journey,  Sir,  has  difcompos'd  my  Health,  [To  the  King. 
I  humbly  beg  your  leave  I  may  retire, 

Till  your  Commands  re-call  me  to  your  Service.       [Exit  Guife. . 

Manet  King,  Queen-Mother,  Grillon,  Abbot. 

King,  So  you  have  counfell'd  well,  the  Traytors  gone. 
To  mock  the  meeknels  of  an  injured  King,     [7<?  Queen  Mother.  . 
Why  did  not  you,  who  gave  me  part  of  Life, 
Infiile  my  Father  ftronger  in  my  Veins  ? 
But  when  you  kept  me  coopM  within  your  Womb, 
YoupalFd  his  generous  Blood  with  the  dull  mixture 
Of  your  Italian  Food, -yd  milk'd  flow  Arts 
Of  Womanifli  tamene^in  my  Infant  Mouth, 
Why  flood  I  ftupid  elfe,  and  mifs'd  a  blow. 
Which  Heaven  and  daring  folly  made  fo  fair. 

Q^M.  I  ftill  maintain,  'twas  wifely  done  to  fparehimi  . 

GrilL  A  pox  o'this  unfeafonable  Wifdom  ; 
He  was  a  Fool  to  come  ;  if  fo,  then  they 
Who  let  him  go,  were  Ibmewhat. 

King.  The  event,  th'  event  will  fliew  us  what  we  were,  , 
For  like  a  blazing  Meteor  hence  he  Ihot, 
And  drew  a  fwecping  Fiery  Train  along. 
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O  Paris,  Paris,  once  my  Seat  of  Triumph  ; 
But  now  the  Scene  of  all  thy  King's  misfortunes. 
Ungrateful,  perjur'd,  and  DifloyalTown, 
Which  by  my  Royal  Prefence  I  have  vvarm'd 
So  long,  that  now  the  Serpent  hifTes  out. 
And  lhakes  his  forked  Tongye  at  Majefty, 

While  I  

Ci_  M.  While  you  lofe  time  in  idle  talk, 
And  life  no  means  for  fafety  and  prevention. 

K/ftg.  W!iat  can  I  do !  O  Mother,  Alloty  Grillon ! 
All  dumb  !  nay,  then  'tis  plain,  myCaufeis  defperate. 
Such  an  o're-whelming  ill  makes  Grief  a  FooJ, 
As  if  Redrefs  were  paft. 

Grill,  rie  go  to  the  next  Sheriff^ 
And  beg  the  firft  Reverfion  of  a  Rope  ; 
Difpatch  is  all  my  bufmefs.  Tie  hang  for  you. 

Abbot.  'Tis  not  fo  bad,  as  vainly  you  lurmife  ; 
Some  Ipace  there  is,  fomc  little  fpace,  fome  fteps 
Betwixt  our  Fate  and  us ;  our  Foes  are  powerful. 
But  yet  not  Arm'd,  nor  Martialfd  into  Order  ; 
Believe  it,  Sir,  the  Guife  will  not  artempt, 
'Till  he  have  rowFd  his  Snow-ball  to  aheap. 
-  King.  So,  then,  my  Lord,  we  are  a  day  off  from  Death, 
What  lhall  to  morrow  do  ? 

Ahhot.  To  morrow,  Sir. 
If  hours  between  Hide  not  too  idle  by, 
You  may  be  Mafter  of  their  Deftiny, 
Who  now  difpofe  fo  loftily  of  yours. 
Not  far  without  the  Suburbs  there  are  Quarter'd 
Three  thoufand  Swiffe^  and  two  French  Remments. 
King.  Woud  they  were  here,  aqd  I  wd^^rf  their  head. 
Qjyi,  SendMarefchal  By  on  to  lead  'em  up. 
King.  It  (hall  be  fo,  by  Heaven  there's  Life  in  this, 
The  wrack  of  Clouds  is  driving  on  the  Winds, 
And  Ihows  a  break  of  Sun-fliine. 
Go,  Grillon,  give  my  Orders  to  Byron, 
And  fee  your  Souldiers  well  dilpos'd  within. 
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The  Guife  (  his  bus'nels  yet  not  fully  ripe,) 
Will  treat  at  leaft  for  fhow  of  Loyalty  : 
Let  him  be  met  with  the  fame  Arts  he  brings. 

Kjng.  I  know,  hell  make  exorbitant  Demands, 
But  here  your  part  of  me  will  come  in  play  ; 
Th'  Italian  Soul  fhall  teach  me  how  to  looth  : 
Even  Jove  muft  flatter  with  an  empty  hand, 
'Tis  time  to  thunder,  when  he  gripes  the  Brand.     [  Ex.  Omnts. 


Mai.  Thus  far  the  Caufe  of  God :  but  God's  or  Devils , 
I  mean  my  Mailers  Caufe,  and  mine  fuccecd : 
What  fhall  the  Guift  do  next  ?  C  ^       of  Ugk 

Enter  the  Spirif  Melanax. 

Mel.  FirftfeizetheKing,  and  after  murder  him. 

Mai.  Officious  Fiend,  thou  com'ft  uncall'd  to  Night. 

MeL  Always  uncalPd,  and  ftill  at  hand  for  mifchief. 

Mai.  —  But  why  in  this  Fanatick  Habit,  Devil  ? 
Thou  look'ft  like  one  that  preaches  to  the  Crowd, " 
Gofpel  is  in  thy  Face,  and  outward  Garb, 
And  Treafbn  on  thy  Tongue. 

Mel.  Thou  hafl  me  right, 
Ten  thoufand  Devils  more  are  in  this  Habit, 
Saintfliip  and  Zeal  are  ftill  our  befl:  difguife  : 
We  mix  unknown  with  the  hot  thoughtlefs  Crowd, 
And  quoting  Scriptures,  which  too  well  we  know, 
With  impious  Gloffes  ban  the  holy  Text, 
And  make  it  fpeak  Rebellion,  Schifm  and  Murder, 
So  turn  the  Arms  of  Heaven  againft  it  felf. 

Mai.  What  makes  the  Curate  of  St.  Euflace  here  ? 

M>  I.  Thou  art  miftaken  Mafter,  'tis  not  he, 
But  'tis  a  zealous,  godly,  canting  Devil, 
Who  has  afTumM  the  Churchman's  lucky  fhape, 
To  talk  the  Crow;;d  to  Madnefs  and  Rebellion. 

MJ.  O true Enthufiaftick Devil,  true; 
For  Lying  is  thy  Nature,  even  to  me  : 


For  Safeguard  of  the  Louvre. 
^Mother,  One  thing  more 


Enter  Malicorne  foliis. 
A  Night-Scene. 


G 


Didft 


42 


The  Dnh^  of  GUISE. 


Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  If  my  Lord  the  Gmfe 
Enter'd  the  Court,  his  Head  Ihould  then  lie  low  ? 
That  was  a  Lye  5  he  went,  and  is  returned. 

MtL  'Tis  faire ;  I  faid,  Perhaps  it  fliould  lie  low. 
And,  but  I  chiird  the  blood  in  Henrfs  veins, 
And  cramM  a  thoufand  ghaftly,  frightful  Thoughts  , 
Nay,  thruft  em  foremolt  in  his  labVing  Brain, 
Even  fb  it  would  have  been. 

M.-iL  Thou  haft  deferv'dme, 
And  I  am  thine,  dear  Devil ;  What  do  we  next  ? 
Mel.  I  faid,  Firft  feize  the  King. 
Mai.  Suppofe  it  done  : 
Hes  clapt  within  a  Covent,  fhorn  a  Saint, 
My  Maftcr  mounts  the  TJirone. 

i^'Itl.  Not  lb  faft,  Malicorm  ; 
Thy  Mafter  mounts  not,  till  the  King  be  flain. 


Mel.  He  cannot  be  deposM  ; 
He  may  be  kill'd,  a  violent  Fate  attends  him ; 
But  at  his  Birth  there  fhone  a  Regal  Star. 

Mai.  My  Mafter  had  a  ftronger. 

Mel.  No,  not  a  ftronger,  but  more  popular. 
Their  Births  were  full  oppos'd,  the  Guife  now  ftrongeft ; 
But  if  th'  ill  Influence  pals  oV  Harry*s  Head, 
As  in  a  year  it  v/ill,  France  ne're  fhall  boaft  • 
A  greater  King  than  he,  now  cut  him  off 
While  yet  his  Stars  are  weak. 

MaL  Thou  talk'ft  of  Stars  : 
Ganft  thou  not  fee  more  deep  into  Events, 
And  by  a  furer  \^:ay  ? 

Mel.  No,  Mdkorne  , 
The  ways  of  Heaven  are  brok'n  fince  our  Fall, 
Gulph,  beyond  Gulph,  and  never  to  be  flaot : 
Once  we  couM  read  our  mighty  Maker's  mind, 
As  in  a  Chryftal  Mirror,  fee  th'  Idea's 
Or  things  that  alwaj's  are,  as  He  is  always. 
Now  fliut  belov/  in  this  dark  Sphere, 
By  Second  caufes  dimly  we  may  guefs, 
And  peep  far  off  on  Heavens  revolving  Orbs, 
Which  caft  obfcure  Reflections  from  the  Throne. 
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MaL  Then  tell  me  thy  Surmifes  of  the  future. 
Md,  I  took  the  Revolution  of  the  Year, 
Juft  when  the  Sun  was  entering  in  the  Ram  : 
Th'  afcending  Scorpion  poyfbn'd  all  the  Sky, 
A  fign  of  deep  deceit  and  treachery. 
Full  on  his  Cufp  his  angry  Mafter  late, 
Conjoyn'd  with  Saturn,  baleful  both  to  Man  : 
Of  fecret  Slaughters,  Empires  overturned, 
Strife,  Blood,  and  Maflacres  expeO:  to  hear, 
And  all  th'  Events  of  an  ill  omen'd  Year. 

Mat.  Then  flourifh  Hell,  and  mighty  Mifchicf  reiga, 
Mifehief  to  fome,  to  others  muft  be  good  ^ 
But  hark,  for  now,  tho'  'tis  the  dead  of  Night, 
When  filence  broods  upon  our  darkned  world, 
Methinks  I  hear  a  murmuring  hollow  found. 
Like  the  deaf  Chimes  of  Bells  in  Steeples  touch'd. 

MtL  'lis  truly  ghefs'd  : 
But  know,  'tis  from  no  nightly  Sexton's  hand, 
There  s  not  a  damned  Ghoft,  nor  hell-born  Fiend, 
That  can  from  Limbo  foape,  but  hither  flies. 
With- leathern  wings  they  beat  the  dusky  Skies. 
To  {acred  Churches  all  in  Swarms  repair, 
Some  crowd  the  Spires,  but  moft  the  hallow'd  Bells , 
And  fbttly  Toll  for  Souls  departing  Knells, 
Each  Chime  thou  hear'ft,  a  future  death  foretells. 
Now  there  they  perch  to  have  'em  in  their  Eyes, 
Till  all  go  loaded  to  thc-Neather  Skies. 
MaL  To  morrow  then. 
Met.  To  morrow  let  it  be  : 
Or  thoudeceiv'fl:  thole  hungry,  gaping  Fiends, 
And  Beelz^ebuh  will  rage. 

Mai,  Why  Beelzebub  ?  Haft  thou  not  often  faid. 
That  Lucifer*^  your  King  ? 

MeL  I  told  thee  true : 
But  Lucifer^  as  he  who  foremoft  fell, 
So  now  lies  loweft  in  th'  Abyfs  of  Hell. 
Chain'd  till  the  dreadful  Doom,  in  place  of  whom 
Sits  Bef^lzebiih^  Vicegerent  of  the  damn'd, 
Who  liftning  do  v  nward  hears  his  roaring  Lord, 
And  executes  bis  parpofe,  but  no  more 

G  2  ^Thc 
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The  morning  creeps  behind  yon  Eaftern  hill, 

And  now  the  Guard  is  mine,  to  drive  the  Elves 

And  foolifh  Fairies  from  their  Moon-light  Play, 

And  lafli  the  Laggers  from  the  fight  of  day.  [  Defce^ds. 

Efjter  Guife,  Mayenne,  Cardinal^  and  Archbijljop, 
May.  Sullen,  methinks ,  and  flow  the  Morning  breaks. 
As  if  the  Sun  were  liftlefs  to  appear. 
And  dark  defigns  hung  heavy  on  the  day. 

Guife,  Y'are  an  old  Man  too  fbon,  y'are  fuperftitious, 
rie  truft  my  Stars,  I  know  'em  now  by  proof^ 
The  Genius  of  the  King  bends  under  mine, 
Inviron'd  with  his  Guards  he  durft  not  touch  me  ; 
But  aw'd  and  craven'd  as  he  had  been  fpell'd, 
Would  have  pronouncM,  Go  kill  the  Guife^  and  durfl:  not. 
Card,  We  have  him  in  our  power,  coopt  in  his  Court, 

Who  leads  the  firft  Attack  ?  Naw  by  yond  Heaven  ■ 

That  blulhes  at  my  Scarlet  Robes,  V\\  d'off 
This  womanifh  Attire  of  godly  peace. 
And  cry,  Lie  there  Lord  Cardinal  of  Guife. 

Guife.  AsmuchtQohot,.asiVf^e;^;^e  toocool^ 
But  *tis  the  manlier  fault  o'th*  two. 

Bifhop.  Have  you  not  heard  the  King,  preventing  day, 
Receiv'd  the  Guards  into  the  City  Gates, 
The  jolly  Swijfes  marching  to  their  Fifes. 
The  Crowd  flood  gaping  heartlefs,  andamaz'd. 
Shrunk  to  their  fhops,  and  left  the  pafTage  free. 

Guife.  I  would  it  (hould  be  fb,  'twas  a  good  horror, 
Firft  let  'em  fear  for  Rapes,  and  ranftckt  Houfes ; 
That  very  fright  when  I  appear  to  head  'em^ 
Will  harden  tneir  foft  City  Courages : 
Cold  Burghers  mufl:  be  ftruck,  and  firuck  like  Flints, 
Ere  their  hid  Fire  will  fparkle. 

Bifhop.  I  am  glad  the  King  has  introduc  d  thefe  Guards. 
Card.  Your  Reafon. 
Bifhop.  They  are  too  few  for  us  to  fear, 
Our  numbers  in  old  martial  Men  are  more, 
The  City  not  caft  in,  but  the  pretence 
That  hither  they  are  brought  to  bridle  Paris, 
Will  make  this  Rifing  pafs  for  jufldefence. 

Maj. 
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May.  Suppofe  the  City  fhould  not  rift. 

Guife.  Suppofe  as  well  the  Sun  fliould  never  rife  : 
He  may  not  rife,  for  Heaven  may  play  a  trick; 
But  he  has  rifen  from  Adamh  time  to  ours. 
Is  nothing  to  be  left  to  Noble  Hazard  ? 
No  Venture  made^.but  all  dull  Certainty  ; 
By  Heav'n  Tie  tug  with  Harry  iox  a  Crown, 
Rather  than  have  it  on  tame  terms  of  yielding^ 
I  ftorn  to  poach  for  Power. 

Enter  a  Servant ^  who  whiff  ers  Guile. 
A  Lady,  fay'fl:  thou,  Young,  and  Beautiful, 
Brought  in  a  Chair  ? 

Condu£t  her  in   [  Exit  Serv. 

Card.  YouwouMbcleft  alone  ^— 
C////e.  I  wou'd,  Retire. 

Re-enter  Servant  with  Marmoutier,,  and  Exit. 

Starting  >  Is't  poffible  I  dare  not  truft  my  Eyes, 
kack.  5  You  are  not  Marmoutier. 
Mar.    What  am  I  then  ?  . 

Gujfe.  Why  any  thing  but  fhe :  •  > 

What  fliould  the  Miftrefs  of  a  King  do  here  ? 
,  Mar.  Find  him,  who  wouM  be  Mafter  of  a  King. 

Guife.  I  ftnt  not  for  you,  Madam. 

Mar.  I  think  my  Lord  the  King  ftnt  not  for  you. 

Guife.  Do  you  not  fear  your  Vifit  will  be  known  ? 

Mar.  Fear  is  for  guilty  Men,  Rebels^  and  Tray  tors  j 
Where  e're  I  go,^  my  Virtue  is  my  Guard. 

Guife.  What  Devil  has  lent  thee  here  to  plague  my  S^ul  ? 
O  that  I  could  deteft  thee  now  as  much 
As  ever  I  have  lo^,  nay  even  as  much 
As  yet  in^fpite  of  all  thy  Crimes  I  love  : 
But  'tis  a  Love  fb  mixt  with  dark  Defpair, 
The  Smoke  and  Soot  {mother  the  rifing  flame, 
And  make  my  Soul  a  Furnace :  W oman.  Woman, 
What  can  I  call  thee  more,  if  Devil  'twere  left. 
Sure  thine's  a  Race  was  never  got  by  Adam, 
But  Eve  play'd  falfe  engendring  with  the  Serpent, 
Her  own  part  worft  than  his. 
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lyLir.  Then  they  get  Tray  tors. 

Gntje,  Yes,  Angel  Traytors  ht  tofhine  in  Palaces, 
Fork'd  into  Ills,  and  fplit  into  Deceits  ; 
Two  in  their  very  frame :  ^twas  well,  'twas  well, 
1  faw  not  thee,  at  Court,  thou  Bafilisk  ; 
For  if  I  had'  thoie  Eyes,  without  his  Guards, 
Had  done  the  1  yrant  s  work. 

jShr,  Why  then,  it  (eems, 
I  was  not  falle  in  all ;  I  told  you,  G////?, 
If  you  left  Paris  J I  would  go  to  Court : 
You  fee  I  kept  my  Promife. 

G////d.  Still  thy  Sex  : 
Once  true  in  all  thy  Life,  and  that  for  Mifchief. 

iVLr.  Have  I  faid  I  lov'd  you  ? 

Guife,  Stab  on.  Stab, 
'Tis  plain  you  love  the  King. 

m.ir.  Nor  him,  nor  you, 
In  that  unlawful  way  you  ftem  to  mean. 
My  E}'es  had  once  fb  far  betray 'd  my  Heart, 
As  to  diftinguifh  you  from  Common  Men, 
What  e're  you  faid,  or  did,  was  Charming  all. 

Gnife,  But  yet,  it  feems,  you  found  a  King  more  Charming. 

Mar.  1  do  not  fay  more  Charming,  but  more  Noble, 
More  truly  Royal,  mor&a  King  in  Soul, 
Than  you  are  now  in  wiflies. 

Giafe.  May  be  fb ; 
But  Love  has  oyl'd  your  tongue  to  run  fb  glib, 
•  Curfe  on  your  Eloquence. 

Mir.  Curfe  not  that  Eloquence,  that  fav'd  your  Life  : 
For  when  your  wild  Ambition,  which  defyM 
A  Royal  Mandat,  hurried  you  to  Town ; 
When  over- weening  pride  of  Popular  Power, 
Had  thruft  you  headlong  in  the  Louvre  Toy  Is, 
Then  had  you  dy'd  :  For  know,  my  haughty  Lord, 
Had  I  not  been,  offended  Majefty 
Had  doom'd  you  to  the  death  you  well  defcrv'd. 

Guife.  Then  was't  not  //eWs  fear  preferv'd  my  Life  ? 

I^ltr.  You  know  him  better,  or  you  ought  to  know  him; 
He's  born  to  give  you  fear,  not  to  receive  it. 
*Giiip,  Say  this  again,  but  add  you  gave  not  up 

You 
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Your  Honour  as  the  Ranfbm  of  my  Life  ; 
For  if  you  did,  'twere  better  I  had  dy'd. 

Mxr.  And  fo  it  were. 

G//i/?.  Why  laid  you,  So  it  were  ?  . 
For  tho  'tis  true,  methinks  'tis  much  unkind. 

Mar,  My  Lord,  we  are  not  now  to  talk  of  kindneft^. 
If  you  acknowledge  I  have  fav'd  your  Life. 
Be  grateful  in  return,  and  do  an  Aft 
Your  Honour,  though  unaskt  by  me,  requires. 

G////e.  By  Heav  n  and  you,  whom  next  to  Heaven  I  love^, 
(  if  I  laid  more,  I  fear  I  fhould  not  lie,) 
Fie  do  what  e're  my  Honour  will  permit. 

Mir,  Go  throw  your  felf  at  Henrfs  Royal  Feet, 
And  rife  not,  till  approved  a  Loyal  Subjeft. 

Guife.  A  Dutious  Loyal  Subjeft  I  was  ever. 

Mar.  Fie  put  it  fhort,  my  Lord,  depart  from  VayIs. 

Guife.  I  cannot  leave 
My  Countrey,  Friends,  Religion,  all  at  itake ; 
Be  wife,  and  be  before-hand  with  your  Fortune  ;  \ 
Prevent  the  turn,  forfake  the  ruin'd  Court ; 
Stay  here,  and  make  a  merit  of  your  Love. 

Mir.  No,  Fie  return,  and  perifh  in  thofe  Ruines ; 
I  find  thee  now  ambitious,  faithlefs  Guife^ 
Farewel  the  bafeft,  and  the  laft  of  Men. 

Guife.  Stay,  or— O  Heav'rri  Fie  force  you  :  Stay — 

Mar.  I  do  believer 
So  ill  of  you,  fbvillainoufly  ill. 
That  if  you  durft,  you  woud 
Honour  youVe  little,  Honefiry  you've  lefs ; 
But  Confcience  you  have  none. 
Yet  there's  a  thing  call'd  Fame,  and  Mens  Efleem, 
Preferves  me  from  your  force  ,  once  more  farewel : 
Look  on  mc  Guife,  thou  feeft  me  now  the  laft  ; 
Tho  Treafon  urge  not  Thunder  on  thy  head, 
This  one  departing  Glance  fliall  flafli  thee  dead.  [  Ex 

Guife.  Ha  faid  fhe  true  ?  Have  I  fo  little  Honour. 
Why  then  a  Prize  fo  eafie,  and  fb  fair, 
Had  never  fcap'd  my  Gripe  ;  but  mine  flic  ij, 
For  that's  fet  down  zs  fure  as  Harrfs  Fall : 
But  my  Ambition,that  Ihe  calls  my  Crime  : 
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Falre,  ialle  by  Fate,  my  Right  was  bom  with  me, 
And  Fkaven  confeft  it  in  my  very  frame ; 
The  Fires  that  would  have  formM  ten  thouland  Angels, 
Were  cram'd  together  for  my  fingle  Soul. 

£/^/er  Malicorne. 

Ma/.  My  Lord,  you  trifle  precious  hours  away. 
The  Heavens  look  gaudily  upon  your  greatnefi, 
And  the  cpwn'd  moments  court  you  as  they  fly  ; 
Er/fic  and  fierce  AirmAk  have  pent  the  6nvj[/e, 
And  folded  em  like  jQieep  in  holy  ground, 
Where  now  with  ordered  Pikes,  and  Colours  furl'd. 
They  wait  the  word  that  dooms  'em  all  to  dye  : 
Come  forth  and  blefs  the  Triumph  of  the  day, 

Giitf:.  So  flight  a  Vifbory  required  not  xne: 
I  but  fate  ftill,  and  Nodded  Hke  a  God 
My  World  into  Creation,  now  'tis  time 
To  walk  abroad,  and  carelefly  furvey 

How  the  dull  Matter  does  the  Form  obey.  [  Exit  iiv>^  Malicorne, 

Enter  Citizens  ,        Melanax  in  his  Fanati^k  Habit^ 
at  the  he.td  of  "^trn, 
M  L  Hold,  hold  a  little.  Fellow  Citizens,  and  you  Gentlemen 
of  the  Rabble,  a  word  of  Godly  Exhortation  to  llrengthen  your 
hands,  ere  you  give  the  Onfet. 

1  Cit,  Is  this  a  time  to  make  Sermons  ?  I  wou'd  not  hear  the 
Devil  now,  thohe  fhould  come' in  God's  Kanie,to  preach  Peace 
to  us. 

2  €it.  Look  you,  Gentlemen,  Sermons  are  not  to  be  defpis'd, 
We  have  all  proj^ted  by  godly  Sermons  that  promote  Sedition, 
Let  the  precious' man  Hold-forth. 

Omnh.  Let  him  Hold  forth,  let  him  Hold- forth. 

MtL  To  promote  Sedition  is  my  bufinefs :  It  has  been  fb  be- 
fore any  of  you  were  born,  and  will  be  fb  when  you  are  all  dead 
and  damn'd  ;  I  have  led  on  the  Rabble  in  all  Ages. 

I  Cit.  That's  a  Lye,  and  a  loud  one.  He  has  led  the  Rabble 
both  Old  and  Young,  that's  all  Ages:  A  heavenly  fweet  Man,  I 
warrant  him,  I  have  feen  him  fbmew  here  in  a  Pulpit. 

M  L  I  fbwn  Rebellion  every  where. 

I  C  'n.  How  every  where  ?  Thai's  ^nj^tlKr  Ly^  :  How  far  have 
you  Traveled  Friend  ?  AI-/^ 
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Md.  Overall  the  World. 

1  C/>.  Now  that's  a  Rapper. 

2  Cit,  1  fay.  No:  For,  look  you  Gentlemen,  if  he  has  beea  a 
Traveller ,  he  certainly  fays  true ,  for  he  may  lye  by  Au- 
thority. 

M-l,  That  the  Rabble  may  depofe  their  Prince, 
Has  in  all  Times,  and  in  all  Countries,  been  accounted  lawful. 

I  Cit,  That's  the  firft  true  Syllable  he  has  utter 'd  :  But  as  how, 
and  whereby,  and  when  may  they  depofe  him  ? 

MeL  When  ever  they  have  more  power  to  Depofe,  than  he 
has  to  Oppofe ,  and  this  they  may  do  upon  the  leaft  Occai- 
fion. 

1  Cit.  Sirra,  you  mince  the  Matter  5  you  fhould  fay,  we  may 
do  it  upon  no  Occafion,  for  the  lefs  the  better. 

Mel.  afide.  Here's  a  Rogue  now  will  out-flioot  the  Devil  ia 
his  own  Bow. 

2  Cit.  Some  Occafion,  in  my  mind,  were  notamifs;  For,  look 
you  Gentlemen,  if  we  have  no  Occafion,  then  whereby  we  have 
no  Occafion  to  depofe  him  ;  and  therefore  either  Religion  or  Li- 
berty, I  flick  to  thofe  Occafions  :  for  when  they  are  gone,  Good- 
night to  Godlinefs  and  Freedom. 

Md.  when  the  mofl:  are  of  one  fide,  as  that's  our  cafe,  we  are 
always  in  the  right ;  for  they  that  are  in  power,  will  ever  be  the 
Judges :  So  that  if  we  fay  White  is  Black,  poor  White  mufl:  lofe 
the  Caufe,  and  put  on  Mourning,  for  White  is  but  a  fingle  Syl- 
lable, and  we  are  a  whole  Sentence  :  Therefore  go  on  bolaly,and 
lay  on  refolutcly  for  your  Solemn  League  and  Covenant ,  and  if 
here  be  any  fqueamiili  Confcience  who  fears  to  fight  againft  the 
King,  tho  I  that  have  known  you  Citizens  thefe  thoufand  years, 
fufpeft  not  any,  let  fuchunderftand.  That  his  Ma jefties  Politick 
Capacity  is  to  be  diftinguifhy  from  his  Natural ;  and  though  you 
murder  him  in  one,  you  may  preferve  him  in  the  other  ,  and  fo 
much  for  this  time,  becaufe  the  Enemy  is  at  hand. 

2  Cit.  tooking  out. 
Look  you,  Gentlemen,  'tis  Grillon  the  fierce  Colonel, 
He  that  devours  our  Wives,  and  raviflies  our  Children. 

1  Cit.  He  looks  fb  Grum,  I  don't  care  to  have  to  do  with  him, 
Wou'd  I  were  fafe  in  my  Shop  behind  the  Counter. 

2  Cit.  And  wou'd  I  v/ere  under  my  Wives  Petticoats^ 
Look  you,  Gentlemen. 

H  Md. 
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Alt/.  You,  Neighbour,  behind  your  Compter  yefterday,  paid  a 
Bill  of  Exchange  in  Glafs,  L!y///;)it;/"j-,  and  you  Friend,  that  cry, 
Lock  you  Gentlemen ,  this  very  morning  was  under  another 
Womans  Petticoats,  and  not  your  Wives. 

2  Cit.  How  the  Devil  does  he  know  this  ? 

Mc/.  Therefore  fighr  luftily  for  the  Caufe  of  Heaven,  and  to 
make  even  Tallies  for  your  Sins,  which  that  you  may  do  with  a 
better  Confcience,  I  abfblve  you  both,  and  all  the  reft  of  you  : 
Now  go  on  merrily,  for  thofe  that  efcape  fhall  avoid  killing  ;  and 
thofe  w^ho  do  not  efcape,!  will  provide  for  in  another  w^orld. 

[  Crj^  within  on  the  other  fide  of  the  StAge^ 
Vive  leRoy,  Vive  le  Roy. 

Emer  Grillon,  and  his  Fatty. 

■  GrilL  Come  on,  Fellow-Soldiers,  Qommilitones^\\\2x''s>  my  word> 
as  'twas  Julirn  C^far^s  of  Pagan  memory ;  Yore  God  I  am  no 
Speech-maker,  but  there  are  the  Rogues,  and  here's  Bilbo,  that's 
a  word  and  a  blow  ;  we  muft  either  cut  their  Throats,  or  they 
cut  ours,  that  s  pure  neceflity  for  your  comfort ;  Now  if  any  man 
can  be  fo  unkind  to  his  own  Body,  for  I  meddle  not  with  your 
Souls,  as  to  ftand  ftill  like  a  good  Chriftiaii,  and  offer  his  Weefoa 
to  a  Butcher's  Whittle,  I  fay  no  more  but  that  he  may  be  fav'd, 
and  that  s  the  beft  can  come  on  him. 

[  Cry  on  both  fides  ,  Vive  le  Roy,  Vive  Guife; 
The  Fight, 

Mel.  Hey  for  the  Duke  of  Gnife  and  Property,UIp  with  Religion 
and  the  Caufe,  and  down  with  thofe  Arbitrary  Rogues  there  : 
Stand  to't  you  Affociated  Cuckolds.  [  Cittz>ens  go  hack. 

O  Rogues,  O  Cowards,  Damn  thefe  Half  ftrain'd  Shop-keepers, 
Got  between  Gentlemen  and  City-Wives,  how  Naturally  they 
^uake,  and  run  away  from  their  own  Fathers,  Twenty  Souls  a 
Penny  w^ere  a  dear  Bargain  of 'em.    [J bey  all  ntn  (;^,xMelanax  -vtth 

thern^  the  I  and  1  Cit.  taken. 

GrilL  Poffefs  your  felves  of  the  place  Manbert., 
And  hang  me  up  thofe  two  Rogues  for  an  example. 

I  Cit.  O  fpare  me  r.veet  Colonel,  lam  but  a  young  Beginner, 
and  new  fet  up 

Grill,  riebe  your  Cuftomcr,and  fet  you  up  a  little  better,Sirrah, 
Go  hang  him  at  the  next  Sign  poft  : 

What 
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What  have  you  to  (ay  for  your  felf,  Scoundrel  ? 
Why  were  you  a  Rebel  ? 

2  Cit.  Look  you,  Colonel,  'twas  out  of  no  ill  meaning  to  the 
Covernment,  all  that  I  did,  was  pure  Obedience  to  my  Wife. 

Grill.  Nay,  if  thou  haft  a  Wife  that  wears  the  Breeches, 
Thou  fhait  be  condemnM  to  kve : 

Get  thee  home  for  a  Hen-peckt  Traytor  

What,  Are  we  encompafs'd  ?  Nay  then,  Faces  this  way; 
Wee'i  fell  our  Skins  to  the  fairell  Chapmen. 

Enter  Aumale  and  Soldiers  on  the  one  fide.  Citizens  on  the  other y 
Grillon  and  his  Party  are  difarm  d. 

1  Cit,  Bear  away  that  bloody-minded  Colonel, 
And  hang  him  up  at  the  next  Sign-poft  : 

Nay,  when  I  am  in  power,  I  can  make  examples  too. 

Omnes,  Tear  him  piece-meal,  tear  him  piece-meal.  [  jP^//  and 
Grill,  Rogues,  Villains,  Rebels,  Traytors,  Cuckolds,    hale  him,  . 

'Swounds,  What  do  you  make  of  a  Man  ?  Do  you  think 

Legs  and  Arms  are  ftrung  upon  a  Wire,  like  a  Jointed  Baby  ? 

Carry  me  off  quickly  ,  you  were  beft ,  and  hang  me  decently, 

according  to  my  firft  Sentence. 

2  Cit.  Look  you,  Colonel,  you  are  too  bulky  to  be  carried  off 
all  at  once ,  a  Leg  or  an  Arm  is  one  Man's  Burden : 

Give  me  a  little  Finder  for  a  Sample  of  him,  whereby 
rie  carry  it  for  a  Token  to  my  Soveraign  Lady. 
Grill.  'Tis  too  little,  in  all  Confcience,  for  her, 
.    Take  a  bigger  Token,  Cuckold.    Et  tn  Brute  w^hom  I  lav'd, 

0  the  Confcience  of  a  Shop-keeper  ! 

2  Cit,  Look  you,  Colonel,  for  your  faving  me,  I  thank  yoa 
heartily,  whereby  that  Debt's  paid ;  but  for  fpeaking  Treafba 
againft  my  anointed  Wife,  that's  a  new  Reek'ning  between  us, 

E;ite.r  Guife  with  a  Generats  Staff  in  his  hand^  Mayenne, 
Cardinal,  ArchbijhoP^  Malicorn,  and  Attendants. 
Omnes,  Vive  Guife. 
Guife  bo)vin^,  and  Bare-headed. 

1  thank  you  Countrey~men,  the  hand  of  Heaven 
In  all  our  Safeties  has  appeared  this  day, 

Stand  on  your  Guard,  .arid  double  every  Watch, 
But  ftain  your  Triumph  vvith  no  Chriftian  blood, 

-  H  2  French 
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French  we  are  all,  and  Brothers  of  a  Land. 

Q/ird.  What  mean  you,  Brother,  by  this  Godly  talk  ? 
Of  {paring  Chriftian  Blood,  why  thele  are  Dogs  ; 
Now  by  the  Sword  that  cut  off  MAlchus  Ear, 
Meer  Dogs  that  neither  can  be  fivM  nor  damn'd. 

Archbishop.  Where  have  you  learnt  to  fpare  inveterate  Foes  ? 
Guife.  You  know  the  Book  , 
Archbijbop.  And  can  expound  it  too  : 
But  Chriftian  Faith  was  in  the  Nonage  then, 
And  Ro7nm  Fleathens  lorded  o're  the  World, 
What  madncfs  were  it  for  the  weak  and  few, 
To  fight  againft  the  many  and  the  ftrong  ; 
Grillon  muft  dye,  fo  muft  the  Tyrant's  Guards, 
Leaft  gathering  h©ad  again,  they  make  more  work. 
Md.  My  Lord,  the  People  muft  be  flefhM  in  Blood, 

To  teach  'em  the  true  Relifb,  dip  'cm  with  you  

.Or  they'l  perhaps  repent. 

Gtiije.  You  are  Fools  to  kill  'em  were  to  (hew  I  fear'd  em ; 
The  Court  difarm'd,  difheartned,  and  befieg'd. 
Are  all  as  much  within  my  power,  as  if 
I  grip'd  'em  in  my  Fift. 

Mxy.  'lis  rightly  judg'd: 
And  let  me  add,  who  heads  a  Popular  Caufe, 
Muft  profecute  that  Caufe  by  Popular  Ways  : 
So  whether  you  are  merciful  or  no, 
You  muft  affeft  to  be. 

Gmfi.  Difmifs  thofe  Prifoners,  Grillon^  you  are  free, 
I  do  not  ask  your  Love,  be  ftill  my  Foe. 

GrilL  I  will  be  fo  :  But  let  me  tell  you,  Gmfe^ 
As  this  w^as  greatly  done,  'twas  proudly  too ; 
rie  give  you  back  your  life  when  next  we  meet. 
Till  then  I  am  your  Debtor. 

Guife.  That  s  till  Dooms-day.   [Grillon  And.  his  Exeunt  one  tvaj^ 
Hafte  Brother,  draw  out  Fifteen  thoufand  Men,    RMk  the  othtr. 
Surround  the  Louvre,  leaft  the  Prey  fliould  icape, 
I  know  the  King  will  (end  to  treat. 
We'll  fet  the  Dice  on  him  in  high  demands, 
No  lefs  than  all  his  Offices  of  Truft  , 
He  fhall  be  par'd,  and  canton'd  out,  and  dipt, 


Card, 
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C^rJ.  What  do  we  talk 
Of  paring,  clipping,  and  fuch  tedious  work. 
Like  thole  that  hang  their  Nofes  o  re  a  Potion  and  Qualm ,  and 
keck,  and  take  it  down  by  Sipps. 

ArMt(hof.  Beft  make  advantage  of  this  Popular  Rage, 
Let  in  th'orewhelmingTyde  on  Harrfs  head, 
In  that  promifcuous  Fury  who  fhall  know 
Among  a  thoufand  Swords  who  kilPd  the  King. 

MdL  O  my  dear  Lord,  upon  this  onely  day- 
Depends  the  feries  of  your  following  Fate  : 
Think  your  good  Genius  has  affumM  my  fhape 
In  this  Prophetick  doom. 

Guife,  Peace  croaking  Raven, 
rie  feize  him  firft,  then  make  him  a  led  Monarch ; 
Fie  be  declared  Lieutenant  General 
Amidft  the  Three  Eftatcs  that  reprelent 
The  glorious,  full,  majeftick  Face  of  FrAnce^ 
Which  in  his  own  defpight  the  King  fliall  call : 
So  let  him  reign  my  Tenant  during  Hfe, 
His  Brother  of  Navar  fhut  out  for  ever, 
Branded  with  Herefie,  and  barr'd  from  Sway, 
That  when  Valois  confumM  in  Afhes  lies, 
The  Vhxntx  Race  of  Chxrkmmn  may  rife.  ^Exeunt. 

S  C  E  T>i  E  ,  The  L  0  U  r  <IIE. 
Enter  King ,  Queen-Mother ,  Abbot ,  Grillon. 

Kjn^.  Difmift  with  fuch  Contempt  ? 
GrilL  Yes,  Faith,  we  part  like  beaten  Romms  underneath  the 
Fork. 

Kjfjg^  Give  me  my  Arms. 
Grill.  For  what? 
KJng.  I'le  lead  you  on. 

GrilL  You  are  a  true  Lyon,  but  my  Men  are  Sheep ; 
If  you  run  firfl:,  Tie  fwear  they'l  follow  you. 

Kjng.  What,  all  turn'd  Cowards  ?  Not  a  Man  in  Frame 
Dares  fct  his  Foot  by  mine,  and  perifli  by  me. 

GrilL  Troth  I  can't  find  'em  much  inclined  to  perifhing. 
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Vr'hat  can  be  left  in  danger,  but  to  dare  ? 
No  matter  for  my  Arms,  Tie  go  Bare-fac'd, 
And  fcize  the  firft  bold  Rebel  that  I  meet. 

Jl^l-ot,  There's  fomething  of  Divinity  in  Kings 
That  fits  between  their  Eyes,  and  guards  their  Life. 

Gr/7/.  True,  Abbot,  but  the  mifchief  is,  you  Churchmen 
Can  fee  that  fomething  further  than  the  Crowd ; 
Thefe  Musket  Bullets  have  not  read  much  Logick, 
Nor  are  they  given  to  make  your  nice  diftii.dions : 

[       e^ters^  and  gives  the  Q^een  a  Note^  (he  reads  — 
One  of  'em  poffibly  may  hit  the  King 
In  fome  one  part  of  him  that's  not  Divine  , 
And  To  the  mortal  part  of  his  Majefty  wou'd  draw 
The  Divinity  of  it  into  another  world,  fweet  Abbot. 

Mother.  ' Tis  equal  madnefs  to  go  out  or  ftay, 
The  Reverence  due  to  Kings  is  all  transfer'd 
To  haughty  Cutip^  and  when  new  Gods  are  made, 
The  aid  muft  quit  the  Temple,  you  muft  fly. 

KjfJ^-  De-ath,  Had  I  wings,  yet  I  would  Icorn  to  fly. 
Grill.  Wings,  or  no  wings,  is  not  the  Queftion  : 
If  you  won't  fly  for't,  you  muft  ride  for't, 
And  that  comes  much  to  one.  ^ 
Kjr/^.  Forlake  my  Regal  Town. 
Q^^jAjther,  Forfake  a  Bedlam  : 
This  Note  informs  me,  Fifteen  thonfand  Men 
Are  marching  to  indole  the  Louvre  round. 

Jbbot.  The  bufincfs  then  admits  no  more  difpute^ 
You,  Madam,  muft  be  pleas'd  to  find  the  ^-^if^y 
Seem  eafic,  fearful,  yielding,  what  you  will, 
But  fl:ill  prolong  the  Treaty  all  you  can, 
Togain  the  Kin^  more  time  for  his  Efcape. 

Q^Mothtr.  rie  undertake  it-  Nay,  no  thanks  my  Son, 

My  blefling  fliallbe  given  in  your  deliverance  ; 
That  onceperform'd,  their  Web  is  all  unravel'd, 
And  G////?  is  to  begin  his  work  again.  [  Exit  Q^loth 

Kjng.  I  go  this  minute. 

Enter  Marmoutier. 

Nay  then,  another  minute  mufl:  be  given. 

O  how  I  -blufh^  that  thou  fliouldft  lee  thy  King 
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Do  this  low  A£t  thatJeflens  all  his  Fame : 
Death  mufi:  a  Rebel  force  me  from  my  Love  ! 

If  it  muft  be  ^ 

Mar.  It  muft  not,  cannot  be. 

Gr/7/.  No,  nor  (hall  not  Wench,  as  long  as  my  Soul  wears  a 
Body. 

'  Ki^^^g.  Secure  in  that,  Tie  truft  thee ;  Shall  I  truft  thee  ? 
For  Conquerors  have  Charms,  and  Women  Frailty  : 
Farewel,  Thou  may'ft  behold  me  King  agen, 
My  Soul's  not  yet  depos'd,  why  then  farewel, 
rie  fay't  as  comfortably  as  I  can  : 
ButO  curs'd  Guife^  for  prellingon  my  time, 
And  cutting  off  Ten  thoufand  more  Adieus. 

Mar.  The  moments  that  retard  your  Flight  are  Traytors, 
Make  hafte  my  Royal  Mafter  to  be  fafe, 
And  fave  me  with  you,  for  Tie  fhare  your  Fate. 

Kj»^'  Wilt  thou  go  too? 
Then  I  am  reconciled  to  Heaven  again : 
O  welcome  thou  good  Angel  of  my  way, 
Thou  Pledge  and  Omen  of  my  fafe  Return ; 
]<(ot  Greece  J  nor  hoftile  ;7//;^^  cou'd  deftroy 
The  Hero  that  abandoned  burning  Troy  , 
He  fcapM  the  dangers  of  the  dreadful  Night, 
When  loaded  with  his  Gods  he  took  his  Flight.  * 

[  Exeunt  KJngy  leading  her. 


.    ^  A  C  T.  V. 

SCENE,  The  -Caftle  of  Bloife. 

Enter  Grillon ,  Alphonfb  Corfb. 

Grill.  \  "f  7  Elcome  Colonel,  welcome  to  Bloifi. 
J'ph.  Vv  Since  laft  we  parted  at  the  Barricadoes, 
The  World's  turn'd  upfide  down. 

Grill.  No,  Faith,  'tis  better,  now  'tis  downfide  up, 
Our  part  o'th*  wheel  is  rifingp  rho  but  flowlv. 
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Aip/j,  Who  lookt  for  an  Affembly  of  the  States? 
Gr/7/.  When  the  King  was.eHapM  from  Pi?'/V,and  got  out  of 
the  Toyles,  'twas  time  for  the  Gu/fe  to  take  'em  down,  and  pitch 
others  :  That  is,  to  treat  for  the  Calling  of  a  Parliament,  where 
being  Hire  of  the  major  part,  he  might  get  by  Law,  what  he 
had  mifs'd  by  Force. 

A/pk  But  why  fliould  the  King  affemble  the  States,  to  fatisfie 
the  (juife  after  fb  many  Affront?  ? 

Gr/7/.  For  the  fame  reafbn  that  a  Man  in  a  Duel  (ays,  be  has  re- 
ceived latisfaftion  when  he  is  firlT:  wounded,  and  afterwards  dif- 
arm'd. 

Jlpfj.  But  why  this  Parliament  at  Bloi^y  and  not  at  Paris  ? 

GrilL  Becaufe  no  Barricado's  have  been  made  at  BIom  :  This 
Blois  is  a  very  little  Town,  and  the  King  can  draw  it  after  him. 
But  Paris  is  a  damn'd,  unweildy  Bulk,  and  when  the  Preachers^ 
draw  againft  the  King,a  Parfbn  in  a  Pulpit  is  a  devilifh  Fore-horfe. 
Befides,  I  found  in  that  Infurreftion,  what  dangerous  Beaftsthele 
Townfmenare;  I  tell  you,  Colonel,  a  Man  had  better  deal  with 
ten  of  their  Wives,  than  with  one  zealous  Citizen : 
O  your  infpir'd  Cuckold  is  moft  implacable. 

Jlph.  Is  there  any  feeming  kindnefs  between  the  King,and  the 
Duke  of  Guife  ?  ^ 

GrilL  Yes,  moft  wonderful :  They  are  as  dear  to  one  another, 
as  an  old  Ufurer,  and  a  rich  young  Heir  upon  a  Mortgage.  The 
King  is  very  Loyal  to  the  G////?,  and  the  Gmfe  is  very  gracious  to 
the  King :  Then  the  Cardinal  of  G//;/?,  and  the  Archbifhop  of 
Lyons, ^XQt\iQ  two  Pendants,that  are^always  hanging  at  the  Royal 
Ear;  They  eafe  His  Majefty  of  all  the  Spiritual  bufinefs,  and  the 
Guife  of  all  the  Temporal,  (b  that  the  King  is  certainly  the  hap- 
pieft  Prince  in  Chrifiendom^  without  any  care  upon  him  :  lb  yield- 
ing up  every  thing  to  his  Loyal  SubjeOis  that  he's  infallibly  in  the 
way  of  being  the  greateft,  and  moft  glorious  King  in  all  the 
world. 

Alph.  Yet  I  have  heard,  he  made  a  fliarp  reflecting  Speech 
upon  their  Party  at  the  opening  of  the  Parliament ,  admonilli  d 
Men  of  their  Duties ,  pardon'd  what  was  paft ,  but  feem'd  to 
threaten  Vengeance,  if  they  perfifted  for  the  future. 

Grill.  Yes,  and  then  they  all' took  the  Sacrament  together  j 
He  promifing  to  unite  himfelf  to  them,  and  they  to  obey  him  ac- 
cording to  the  Laws ;  yet  the  very  next  morning  they  went  on, 

in 
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ia  purliiance  of  their  old  Commonwealth  defigns,  as  violently 
as  ever. 

Alph.  Now  am  I  dull  enough  to  think  they  hav^  broken  their 
Oath. 

GrilL  I  but  you  are  but  one  private  Man,and  they  are  the  three 
States ;  And  if  they  Vote  that  they  have  not  broken  their  Oaths, 
Who  is  to  be  Judge  ? 

Alph.  There's  One  above. 

GrilL  I  hope  you  mean  in  Heaven,  or  elfe  you  are  a  bolder  Maa 
than  I  am  in  Parliament-time  ;  but  here  comes  the  Matter  and  my 
Neece. 

Alph.  Heaven  preferve  him,  if  a  Man  may  pray  for  him  with- 
out Treafbn. 

Grill.  O  Yes,  You  may  pray  for  him ,  the  Preachers  of  the 
Guifes  fide,  do  that  moft  formally  :  Nay ,  You  may  be  fufferM 
Civilly  to  drink  his  Health,  be  of  the  Court,  and  keep  a  place  of 
Profit  under  him:  For,  in  {hort,'tis  a  judg'd  Cafe  of  Confciencc, 
to  make  your  befl:  of  the  King,  and  to  fide  againfl:  him. 

Enter  Kjng  and  Marmoutien 

Kjng.  Grillon^  Bq  nc^r  mC  y 
There's  (bmcthing  for  my  fervice  to  be  done, 
Your  Orders  will  be  fiidden,  now  withdraw. 

Grtll.  dfide.~\  Well ,  I  dare  truft  my  Neece,  even  tho'fhe 
comes  of  my  own  Family ;  but  if  fhe  Cuckolds  my  good  Opinion 
of  her  Honefl:y,  there  s  a  whole  Sex  fall'n  under  a  General  Rule 
without  one  Exception.  [  Exeunt  GrilL  and  Alph, 

Mar.  You  bid  my  Uacle  wait  you, 

Kjng.  Yes. 

Mar.  This  hour.  '  * 
Ki^g'  I  think  it  was. 

Mar.  Something  of  moment  hangs  upon  this  hour. 

K^^g'  Not  more  on  this,  than  on  the  next  and  next, 
My  time  is  all  ta'ne  up  on  Ufury ; 
I  never  am  before  hand  with  my  hours. 
But  every  one  has  work  before  it  comes. 

Mar.  There's  fomething  for  my  fervice  to  be  done, 
Thofe  were  your  words. 

Kjng.  And  you  defire  their  meaning. 

Mar.  I  dare  not  ask,  and  yet  perhaps  may  ghefc. 
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I(J^^^.  'Tis  fearching  there  where  Heaven  can  only  pry, 
Not  Man,  who  knows  not  Man  but  by  furmife  ; 
Nor  Devils,  nor  Angels  of  a  purer  Mould, 
Can  trace  the  winding  Labyrinths  of  Thought, 
I  tell  thee,  Marmauriery  I  never  fpeak 
Not  when  alone,  for  fear  fbme.Fiend  fhould  hear, 
And  blab  my  Secrets  out. 

Mar.  You  hate  the  Gu/fe. 

KJng.  True,  I  did  hate  him. 

Mar.  And  you  hate  him  ftill. 

KJng.  I  am  reconcil'd. 

Mar,  Your  Spirit  is  too  high, 
Great  Souls  forgive  not  injuries,  till  time 
Has  put  their  Enemies  into  their  power, 
That  they  may  fhew  Forgivenefs  is  their  own  ; 
For  elfe  'tis  fear  to  punifh  that  forgives  : 
The  Coward,  not  the  King. 

Kjng.  He  has  fubmitted. 

Mar.  In  fhow,  for  in  efFeQ:  he  ftill  infults. 

Kjng.  Well,  Kings  muft  bear  (bmetimes. 

Mar.  They  muft,  till  they  can  lhake  their  burden  off, 
And  that  s,  I  think,  your  aim. 

Kjng.  Miftaken  ftill  : 
AllFavours,  all  Preferments,  pals  through  them, 
Tm  pliant,  and  they  mould  me  as  they  pleafe. 

Mir.  Thefe  are  your  Arts  to  make 'em  more  fecure, 
Juft  fo  your  Brother  us'd  the  Admiral, 
Brothers  may  think,  and  afl:  like  Brothers  too. " 

Kjng,  What  faid  you,  ha  !  what  mean  you  M.trjvctitier  ? 

Mar,  Nay,  what  mean  you  ?  That  Start  betray'd  you,  Sir. 

Kjng*  This  is  no  Vigil  of  St.  Bartholmew^ 
Nor  is  BIqu  Paris. 

Mar.  'Tis  an  open  Town. 

Kpjg,  What  then  I 

M/r.  Where  you  are  ftrongeft. 

K^>7g.  Well,  w^hat  then  ? 

Mtr.  No  more,  but  you  have  Power,  and  are  provok'd. 
Kj^{Z*  O !  Thou  h5ft  fet  thy  Foot  upon  a  Snake, 
Get  quickly  off,  or  it  will  fting  thee  dead. 
}A;ir  Can  1  unknow  it  ? 
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Kiin^.  No,  but  keep  it  fecret. 

Mxr.  Think,  Sir,  your  Thoughts  are  ftill  as  much  your 
As  when  you  kept  the  Key  of  your  own  Breaft  : 
But  fince  you  let  me  in,  I  find  it  fiU'd 
With  Death  and  Horror  ;  you  would  murder  Guife. 

Kjng.  Murder  !  what  Murder !  ule  a  fofter  word, 
And  call  it  Soveraign  Juftice. 

Mar,  Wou'd  I  couM  : 
But  Juftice  bears  the  Godlike  fliapc  of  Law, 
And  Law  requires  Defence,  and  equal  Plea 
Betwixt  th'  Offender,  and  the  righte5>\js  Judge. 

Kjng.  Yes,  when  th'  Offender  c^>5^)udgM  by  Laws, 
But  when  his  Greatnefs  overturns  .the  ^cales. 
Then  Kings  are  Juftice  in  the  laft  Appeal : 
And  forc'd  by  ftrong  Neceflity  may  Itrike, 
In  which  indeed  th'y  affert  the  Publick  Good, 
And,  like  fworn  Surgeons,  lop  the  gangreadLimb  : 
Unpleafant  wholfbm  work.  ^    f.^^  . 

Mar.  If  this  beneedful.  '  . 

Ha,  didft  not  thou  thy  felF  in  fathoming 
The  depth  of  my  defigns,  drop  there  the  Plummet? 
Didft  thou  not  lay  Affronts,  lo  Great,  fb  Publick, 
I  never  could  forgive  ? 

Mar.  I  did  but  yet — 

KJ^g'  What  means,  But  yet  ?  'Tis  Evidence  fb  full. 
If  the  laft  Trumpet  founded  in  my  Ears, 
Undaunted  I  fhould  meet  the  Saints  half  way  : 
And  in  the  Face  of  Heaven  maintain  the,Fa£i. 

Mar.  Maintain  it  then  to  Heaven,  but  riot  to  me  : 
Do  you  love  me  ? 

}<img.  Can  you  doubt  it  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  l  ean  doubt  it,  if  you  can  deny  : 
Love  begs  once  more  this  great  Offender's  life. 
Can  you  forgive  the  man  you  juftly  hate , 
That  hazards  both  your  Life  and  Crown  to  fpare  him  ? 
One  whom  you  may  fufpeQ:  I  more  than  pity, 
(  For  I  would  have  you  fee  that  what  I  ask, 
I  know  is  wond'rous  difficult  to  grant  ) 
Can  you  be  thus  extravagantly  Good  ? 

f^i^g.  What  then  ?  For  I  begin  to  fear  my  firmnefi : 

I  2 
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And  doubt  the  foft  deftrudion  of  your  tongue. 

Mar.  Then  in  Return,  I  fwear  to  Heaven,  and  you, 
To  give  you  all  the  Preference  of  my  Soul : 
No  Rebel  Rival  to  difturb  you  there, 
Let  him  but  live,  thauhe  may  be  my  Convert. 

[  K/»g  rvalks  awhik^  then  rvipes  his  eyes,  and  /peaks. 

Kjng.  YouVe  Conquered,  all  that's  paft  fhall  be  forgiv'n, 
My  lavifliLove  has  made  a  laviQi  Grant  ; 
But  know  this  A£t  of  Grace  fliall  be  my  laflr. 
Let  him  repeqt,  yes,  let  him  well  repent, 
Let  him  defift,  and  tempt  Revenge  no  furtTier  : 
For  by  yond  Heaven  thatl^Gonlcious  of  his  Crimes, 
I  will  no  more  by  Mercy  be  betray'd. 

Deputies  appearing  at  the  Door. 
The  Deputies  are  entring,  You  muft  leave  me  : 
Thus  Tyrant  Bufinefi  all  my  hours  ufiirps, 
And  makes  me  live  for  others. 

Mar.  Now  Heav'n  reward  you  with  a  prolperous  Reign, 
And  grant  you  never  may  be.  good  in  vain.  t 

Enter  Deputies  of  the  Three  States^ 
Cardinal  of  Guife ,  and  Archhifhop  of  Lyons, 
at  the  Head  of  "^em, 

Kjng.  Well-  my  good  Lords,  what  matters  of  importance. 
Employed  the  States  this  Morning  ? 

Archh.  One  high  Point 
Was  warmly  canvafi'd  in  the  Commons  Houfe, 
And  will  be  (bon  Refblv'd. 

Kjng.  What  was't  ? 

Card.  SuGceflion. 

Kjng.  That's  one  high  Point  Indeed,  but  nor  to  be 
So  warmly  canvafe'd,  or  (b  foon  Refblv'd. 

Card.  Things  neceflary  muft  fometimes  be  fiidden. 

Kjng.  No  fudden  danger  threatens  you,  my  Lord. 

Archh,  What  may  be.  fudden,  muft  be  counted  fb ; 
We  hope,  and  wifh  Your  Life :  But  Yours,  and  Ours, 
Are  in  the  hand  of  Heaven. 

K^ng.  My  Lord,  They  are : 
Yet  in  a  Natural  way  I  may  live  long, 
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If  Heaven  and  You  my  Loyal  Subjefls  pleafe, 

Archb,  But  fince  good  Princes,  like  Your  Majefty, 
Take  care  of  dangers  meerly  poUiblc, 
Which  may  concern  their  Subjeds  whole  they  are. 
And  for  whom  Kings  are  made. 

Kjng,  Yes,  we  for  them,  • 
And  they  for  us,  the  Benefits  are  mutual, 
And  fo  the  Tyes  arc  too. 

Card.  To  cut  things  fhort, 
The  Commons  will  decree  to  exclude  Navar 
From  the  Succeflion  of  the  Realm  of  France. 

Kjng.  Decree,  my  Lord  !  What  one  Eftate  decree. 
Where  then  are  the  other  two^  and  what  am  I  ? 
The  Government  is  caft  up  fbmewhat  fhort, 
The  Clergy  and  Nobility  caflieer'd. 
Five  hundred  popular  Figures  on  a  Row, 
And  I  my  Self  tnat  am,  or  fhould  be  King, 
An  o'regrown  Cypher  fet  before  the  Suni :  . 
What  Reafbns  urge  our  Soveraigns  for  th'Exclufion  ? 

Archb,  He  ftands  fiifpefted,  Sir,  of  Herefie. 

Kjng.  Has  he  been  calPd  to  make  his  juft  defence  ? 

QarL  That  needs  not,  for 'tis  known. 

Kjng.  To  whom  ? 

Card,  The  Commons. 

Kjng.  What  is't  thofe  Gods  the  Commons  do  not  know  ? 
But  Herefie  you  Church-men  teach  us  Vulgar, 
Suppofes  obftinate  and  fl:ifr  perfifl:ing 
In  Errors  provM,  long  Admonitions  made, 
And  all  rejeflied,  has  this  Courfe  been  usM  ? 

Archb.  .  We  grant  it  has  not,  but  •  

/C^/^^-  Nay,  give  mc  leave, 
I  urge  from  your  own  Grant,  it  has  not  been  : 
If  then  in  procefs  of  a  petty  Sum, 
Both  Parties  having  not  been  fully  heard. 
No  Sentence  can  be  giv'n :  • 
Much  lefs  in  the  Succeflion  of  a  Crown, 
Which  after  my  deceafe,  by  Right  Inherent, 
Devolves  upon  my  Brother  of  Navar. 

Card.  The  Right  of  Souls  is  fl:ill  to  be  preferrM, 
Religion  muft  not  fuffer  for  a  Claim. 
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"  K/^g-  If  Kings  may  be  excluded,  or  deposM, 
WhenVre  you  cry  Religion  to  the  Crowd, 
That  Doftrine  makes  Rebellion  Orthodox, 
And  Subjefts  muft  be  Traytors  to  be  fav'd. 

Jrc/jL  Then  Herefy's  entail'd  upon  the  Throne. 

K^y^g'  You  would  entail  Confufion,  Wars  and  Slaughters  : 
Thofe  ills  are  Certain,  what  you  name  Contingent. 
I  know  my  Brother's  nature,  'tis  fincere, 
Above  deceit,  no  crookednefs  of  thought. 
Says,  what  he  means,  and  what  he  fays,  performs  : 
-    Brave,  but  not  rafh  *,  fuccefsful,  but  not  proud. 
So  much  acknowledging  that  he's  uneafie, 
Till  every  petty  fervice  be  o're  paid. 

J'/M".  Some  fay  revengeful. 

K,mg'  Some  then  libel  him  ; 
But  that's  what  both  of  us  have  learn't  to  bear. 
He  can  forgive,  but  you  difdain  Forgivenefs  : 
Your  Chiefs  are  they  no  Libel  muft  profane : 
Honour's  a  Sacred  Thing  in  all  but  Kings  ; 
But  when  yourRhimes  aflkffinate  our  Fame, 
You  hug  your  naufeous,  blund  ring  Ballad-wits, 
And  pay  'em  as  if  NonfeiKe  were  a  merit, 
If  it  can  mean  but Treafbn. 

Jrchk  Sir,  we  have  many  Arguments  to  urge  • 

Kjng.  And  I  have  more  to  anfuxr,  let  'em  know 
My  Royal  Brother  of  Ahvar  fhallftand 
Secure  by  Right,  by  Merit,  and  my  Love. 
God,  and  good  men  will  never  fail  his  Caufe, 
And  all  the  bad  fhall  be  conftrain'd  by  Laws. 

Archb.  Since  gentle  means  t*  exclude  Nclv^y  are  vain, 
To  morrow  in  the  States  'twill  be  propos'd, 
To  make  the  Duke  of  Guije  Lieutenant- General, 
Which  Power  moft  gracioufly  confirm'd  by  you, 
Will  flop  this  headlong  Torrent  of  Succeffion, 
That  bears  Religion,  Laws,  and  all  before  itj 
In  hope  youll  not  oppofe  what  muft  be  done, 
Wc  wifh  you,  Sir,  a  long  and  profp'rous  Reign. 

[  Exeunt  Omnes^  hut  the  Kj^tg- 

Kjng.  To  morrow  Quife  is  made  Lieutenant-General, 
-  Why  then  to  morrow  I  no  more  am  Kin^  : 

Tis 
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Tis  time  to  pufti  my  flack hd  vengeance  home, 
To  be  a  King,  or  not  to  be  at  all  ; 
The  Vow  that  manacled  my  Rage  is  loos'd, 
Even  Heaven  is  wearied  with  repeated  Crimes, 
Till  lightning  flafhes  round  to  guard  the  Throne, 
And  the  curb'd  Thunder  grunibles  to  be  gone. 

E/^rer  Grillon  to  hint. 

Grill.  'Tis  jaft  the  pointed  hour  you  bid  me  wait. 

Kjng.  So  jufl:,  as  if  thou  wert  infpir'd  to  come  ; 
As  if  the  Guardian  Angel  of  my  Throne, 
Who  had  o'reflept  himfelf  fb  many  Years, 
Jufl  now  was  rouzM,  and  brought  thee  to  my  refcue. 

GyHL  I  hear  the  Guife  will  be  Lieutenant-General. 

KJng.  And  canft  thou  fuflPer  it  ? 

GrilL  Nay,  if  you  will  liifFer  it,  then  well  may  I. 
If  Kings  will  be  fb  civil  to  their  Subjefts,  to  give  up  all  things 
tamely,  they  firft  turn  Rebels  to  themfelves,  and  that's  a  fair  ex- 
ample for  their  Friends  ;  'Slife,  Sir, 'tis  a  dangerous  matter  to  be 
Loyal  on  the  wrong  fide,  to  ferve  my  Prince  in  fpight  of  him  ;  if 
you'l  be  a  Royalift  your  fclf,there  are  Millions  of  honefl:  Men  will 
fight  for  you ;  but  if  you  wo  n  not,  there  are  few  will  hang  for 
you. 

Kjng.  No  more  :  I  am  refblv'd, 
The  courfe  of  things  can  be  with-held  no  longer 
From  breaking  forth  to  their  appointed  end  : 
My  vengeance,  ripen'd  in  the  womb  of  time, 
PrefTes  for  birth,  and  longs  to  be  dilclos'd. 

Grillon^  the  Gtiift  is  doom'd  to  fudden  death  : 

The  Sword  muft  end  him  ;  Has  not  thine  an  Edge  ? 
'   Gr  'ilL  Yes,  and  a  Point  too  ;  Tie  challenge  him : 

Kjng.   1  bid  thee  kill  him.  [  Walp'wg. 

Grill.  So  I  mean  to  do. 

Kjng.'  Without  thy  hazard. 

Grill.  Now  I  underftand  you,  I  fliou'd  murder  him  : 
I  am  your  Soldier,  Sir,  but  not  your  Hangman. 

Kjn^.  Doftthou  not  hate  him?  . 

Gri//.   Yes. 

l\jng.  Had:  thou  not  faid, 
That  he  deferves  it  ? 

GrW. 
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Grill,  Yes,  but  how  have  I 
DefervM  to  do  a  Murder  ? 

Kj'f^g'  'Tis  no  Murder  : 
'  ris  Soveraign  Juftice  urgM  from  Self  Defence. 

Grill,  'Tis  all  confeft,  and  yet  I  dare  not  do\. 

Kjng.  Go,  Thou  art  a  Coward. 

GrilL  You  are  my  King. 

/C^;;^.  Thou  fay'ft  thou  dar'ft  not  kill  him. 

GrtlL  Were  I  a  Coward,  I  had  been  a  Villain, 
And  then  I  durft  ha'  don't. 

Kj'^^  Thou  haft  done  worfe  in  thy  long  courfe  of  Arms, 
Haft  thou  ne're  kill'd  a  Man  ? 

Grill.  Yes,  when  a  Man  wou'd  have  kilPd  me. 

Kjno^,  Haft  thou  not  plunder'd  from,  the  hclplefs  Poor  ? 
SnatchM  from  the  fweating  Labourer  his  Food  ? 

Grill,  Sir,  I  have  eaten  and  drunk  in  my  own  defence, 
When  I  was  hungry  and  t'hirfty. 
I  have  plunder  d, 
When  you  have  not  paid  me — - 
1  have  been  content  with  a  Farmer's  Daughter, 
When  a  better  Whore  was  not  to  be  had. 
As  for  Cutting  off  a  Tray  tor,  Tie  execute  him  lawfully 
In  my  ownFunftion,  when  I  meet  him  in  the  Field; 
But  for  your  Chamber-praftice,  that's  not  my  Talent, 

Kjng.  Is  my  Revenge  Unjuft,  or  Tyrannous? 
Heaven  knows,  I  love  not  Blood. 

GrilL  No,  for  your  Mercy  is  your  onely  Vice. 
You  may  difpatch  a  Rebel  lawfully, 
But  the  mifchief  is ,  that  Rebel 
Has  given  me  my  Life  at  theBarricadoes, 
And  till  I  have  returnM  his  Bribe, 
I  am  not  upon  even  terms  with  him. 

Kjng,  Give  me  thy  hand,  I  love  thee  not  the  worfe  ; 
Make  much  of  Honour,  'tis  a  Soldier's  Confcience  , 
Thou  Oialt  not  do  this  Aft,  thou'rt  ee'n  too  good  ; 
But  keep  my  Secret,  for  that's  Conlcience  too. 

GrtlL  When  I  difclofe  it,  think  I  am  a  Coward. 

Kjng.  No  more  of  that,  I  know  thou  art  not  one : 
Call  Vogmc  hither  ftraight,  and  St.  Mali/z ; 
Bid  Larckm  find  Ibme  unfufpeaed  means 
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To  keep  Guards  doubled  at  the  Council  door. 
That  none  pafi  in  or  out,  but  thofe  I  call : 
The  refl  rie  think  on  further,  fo  farewel. 

Gr;//.  kcaven  blefs  your  Majefty ! 
ThoTle  nbt  kill  him  for  you.  Fde  defend  you  when  he's  kill*d. 
For  the  honeft  part  of  the  Jobb  let  me  alone.  [  Exeunt  feverdllj^ 

The  Scene  opens y  and  difcovers  Men  md  Women  aBan^uetf 
Malicorne  fianding  by* 

MaL  This  is  the  Solemn  Annual  Feafl:  I  keep. 
As  this  day  Twelve  Year  on  this  very  hour 
I  fign'd  the  Contrail  for  my  Soul  with  Hell ; 
f  bartered  it  for  Honours,  Wealth,  and  Pleafiirc, 
Three  things  which  mortal  Men  do  covet  moft. 
And,  Faith,  I  over- fold  it  to  the  Fiend  :  ^ 
What,  One  and  twenty  Years,  Nine  yet  to  come, 
How  can  a  Soul  be  worth  lb  much  to  Devils  ? 

0  how  I  hug  my  felf,  to  out^wit  thefe  Fools  of  Hell! 
And  yet  a  fudden  damp,  I  know  not  why. 

Has  feiz'd  my  (pirits,  and  like  a  heavy  weight 
Hangs  on  their  aftive  ftrings,  I  want  a  Song 
To  rouze  me,  my  blooa  freezes :  Mufick  there  ? 

jifter  A  Song  and  Dance^  loud  knocking  at  the  door* 
Enter  Servant. 

What  Noife  is  that? 

Serv.  An  ilMook'd  furly  Man, 
With  a  hoarfe  voice,  fays  he  muft  Ipeak  with  you. 

MaL  Tell  him  I  dedicate  this  day  to  plcafiire, 

1  neither  have,  nor  will  have  Bufinefi  With  him.  [  Exit  Servl 
What  louder  yet,  what  fiwcy  Slave  is  this  ?        [  K^nock^  louder. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Serv.  He  fays  you  have,  and  muft  have  BufineG  with  him," 
Conw  out,  or  hee'l  come  in,  and  ipoil  your  Mirth. 
Mai  Iwo'nnot. 

K  Serv* 
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Serv.  Sir,  I  dare  not  tell  him  (b,      [  Kinack  agAm  mmJmdy. 
My  hair.ftandsupinbriftlcs  when  lfeehim;  ; 
The  Dogs  run  into  Corners  ;  the  Spade  Bitch 
Bayes  at  his  back,  and  howls. 

M^i.  'Bid  biffi  ent^,  and  go  off  thy  felf.  [  Exit  Serv. 

Scene  clofes  upon  the  Company. 

Enter  Melanax,  an  Hour-glafs  in  hk  hand  ahnojl  empty. 

How  dar'ft  thou  intentupt  my  fbfter  hours  ?• 
By  Heaven  Tie  ramm  thtc  in  fome  knotted  Oak, 
Where  thou  lhalt  figh  amd  groan  to  whifthng  winds, 
Upon  the  lonely  Plain : 

Or  rie  confine  thee.deep  in  theJled  Sea  grov'ling  on  the  Sands, 
Ten  thoufand  Billows  rowlingo^re  thy  head. 

McL  Hoh,  hoh^^hoh.  <    •     j  i  ' 

MaL  Laugh'ft,  thoiaihalitious.Fiend  ? 
rie  ope  my  Bodk  of  bloody  ChaJ-aflers, 
Shall  rumple  up  thy  tender  airy  Limbs, 
Like  Parchment  on  a  flame;  ;/vx!  's.\. 

MtL  Thou  canfl:  noj:  do\,  -  <?MV{(\i  - 

Behold  this  Hour-2la^s^^  ;  .i  -  :      :  .  \ ;  ' 

MaL  Well,  and  what  of  that  ? 

Mel.  Seje'ft  thou  thefe  ebbing  Sands  ? 
They  run  for  thee,  and  wh^n  their  Race  is  run, 
Thy  Lungs  the  Bellows  of  thy  mortal  breath, 
Shall  fink  for  ever  down,  and  heave  no  more. 

MaL  What,  refty  Fiend? 
Nine  Years  thou  haft  to  ferve. 

M'/.  Not  full  Nine  Minutes.  ,  > 

Mil.  Thoif  ly'ft^  look  9n  tl^yrBpnd,  and  view. t^c  date. 

,M^l:  Then  wilt  thou  ftand  to  tlmt  without  Appeal? 

MaL  i  win  fb,help  meHeav'n. 

McL  So  take  thee  Hell.  [  Gi^es  him  the  Bond.. 

There,  Fool,  behold,  who  lyes,  the  Devil  or  thou  ? 

Af^/.  Ha  !•  One  and  twenty  Years  are  fhrunk  to  tvvelvf^ 
Do  my  Eyes  ctazle  ? 

MlL  No,  they  fee  too  'true': 
They  dazl'd  once,  I  cafl:  a  Mift  before  'em. 

So 
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So  what  was  figur'd'Twelve^  to  thy  dull  fight 
Appeared  full  Twenty  one. 

Mai.  There's  Equity  in  Heaven  for  this,  a  Cheat. 

Mel,  Fool,  thou  haft  quitted-  thy  Appeal  to  Heaven, 
To  ftand  to  this. 

MaL  Then  I  am  loft  for  ever.^ 

Md.  Thou  art. 

MaL  O  why  was  I  not  warriM  before  ? 

Mel.  Yes,  to  repent  then  thou  hadft  cheated  me. 

MaL  Add  but  a  day,  but  half  a  day,  an  hour : 
For  fixty  Minutes  Tie  forgive  nine  Years. 

Mel.  No  not  a  Moments  thought  beyond  my  time : 
Difpatch,  'tis  much  below  me  to  attend 
For  one  poor  fingle  Fare. 

MaL  Sopitilefs? 
But  yet  I  may  command  thee,  and  I  will : 
I  love  the  Guife  even  with  my  lateft  breath 
Beyond  my  Soul,  and  my  loft  hopes  of  Heav'n ; 
I  charge  thee  by  my  fhort-livM  power,  difclofe 
What  Fate  attends  my  Mafter. 

MeL  If  he  goes 
To  Council  when  he  next  is  calFd,  he  dyes. 

MaL  Who  waits?  :)r]  r/l  [to-i 

Enter  Servant, 

Go,  give  my  Lord  my  laft  adieu, 

Say  I  fhall  never  fee  his  Eyes  agen:       luO  '     ..^  ■  \ 

But  if  he  goes  when  next  he's  call'd  to  Council, 

Bid  him  believe  my  lateft  breath,  he  dyes.       ' /'^^^^TExit  Serv, 

The  Sands  run  yet,  O  do  not  fliake  the  Glafs :       [  De^il  (hak§s 

T  fhall  be  thine  too  foon,  couM /repent,  the  Glafsi 

Heaven's  not  confin'd  to  Moments,  Mercy,Mcrcy. 

M^L  1  fee  thy  Prayers  difperft  into  the  winds, 
And  Heaven  has  puft  'em  by : 
I  was  an  Angel  once  of  foremoft  Rank, 
Stood  next  the  (hining  Throne,  and  wiilkM  but  halfy 
So  almoft  gaz*d  I  glory  in  the  Face 
That  /  could  bear  it,  and  ftar'd  farther  in, 
'Twas  but  a  Moments  pride,  and  yet  /  fell, 

K  2  For 
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For  ever  fell,  but  Man,  bafe  Earth-born  Man, 
Sins  paft  a  Sum,  and  might  be  pardon'd  more, 
And  yet  'tis  juft ;  for  we  were  perfeQ:  Light, 
And  faw  our  Crimes,  Man  in  his  Body's  mire. 
Half- foul,  Half  clod,  finks  blindfold  into  fin. 
Betray 'd  by  Frauds  without,  and  Lulls  within. 

MaL  Then  I  have  hope. 

Me/,  Not  fb,  1  preach'd  on  purpofe 
To  make  thee  lofe  this  Moment  of  thy  Prayer, 
Thy  Sand  creeps  low,  Defp.iir,  Delj3air,  Defpair. 

Mai:  Where  am  I  now  ?  Upon  the  brink  of  Life, 
The  Gulph  before  me,  Devils  to  pufh  me  on, 
And  Heaven  behind  me  clofing  'all  its  doors. 
A  thouland  Years  for  ev'ry  Hour  I've  paft, 
Ocou'd  I  fcape  fb  cheap  !  But  Ever,  Ever^ 
Still  to  begin  an  endlefs  round  of  Woes, 
To  be  renew'd  for  Paims,  and  laft  for  Hell  ? 
Yet  can  Pains  laft,  whea  Bodies  cannot  laft  ? 
Can  earthy  Subftance  endiefi  Flames  endure  ? 
Or  when  one  Body  wears,  and  flits  away, 
Do  Souls  thruft  forth  another  Cruft  of  Cfay  ? 

To  fence  and  guard  their  tender  forms  from  fire  — 

I  feel  my  heart -ftrings  rend,  I'm  here,  I'm  gone : 
Thus  Men  too  careleft  of  their  future  State, 
Pifpute,  know  nothing,  and  believe  too  late. 

[^Afiafhof  Lightnings  they  ftnk  together > 

Duke  of  Guile,  Cardinal^  Aumale. 

Card.  A  dreadful  MefFage  from  a  dying  Man, 
A  Prophefie  indeed  ! 

For  Soul$  juft  quitting  Earth,  peep  into  Heaven, 
Make  fwift  Acquaintance,  with  their  Kindred  forms. 
And  Partners  of  Immortal  Secrets  grow. 

Aum,  'Tis  good  to  lean  on  the  fecurer  fide  i 
When  Life  depends,  the  mighty  Stake  is  fuch,. 
Fools  fear  too  little,  and  they  dare  too  muck 

Enter  Jrchbifhop. 

Gifije. .  You  have  pre vail'd,  I  will  not  go  to  Council, 

Ihavc 
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I  have  provok'd  my  Soveraiga  paft  a  Pardon,  ^ 
It  but  remains  to  doubt  if  he  dare  kill  me : 
Then  if  he  dares  but  to  bejuft,  I  dye, 
'Tis  too  much  odds  againft  me,  Tie  depart, 
And  finifh  Greatnefs  at  fome  fafer  time. 

JrM.  By  Heaven  'tis  Harrys  Plot  to  fright  youhcncc. 
That,  Coward  like,  you  might  forfakeyour  Friends. 

Gu/fe.  The  Devil  foretold  it  Aymymdicorne. 

Archh.  Yes,  fbme  Court-Devil,  no  doubt  : 
If  you  depart,  confider,  good  my  Lord, 
You  are  the  Mafter-fpring  that  move  our  Fabrick, 
Which  once  remov'd,  our  Motion  is  no  more. 
Without  your  Prefence,  which  buoys  up  our  hearts, 
The  League  will  fink  beneath  a  Royal  Name ; 
Th'  inevitable  Yoke  prepared  for  Kings, 
Will  fbon  be  fhaken  off ;  Things  done,  repeal'd; 
And  Things  undone,  paft  future  Means  to  do, 

CatL  I  know  not,  T  begin  to  tafte  his  Reafbns. 

Archh.  Nay,  were  the  danger  certain  of  your  ftay, 
An  Aft  fo  mean  would  lofe  you  all  your  Friends, 
And  leave  you  fing'c  to  the  Tyrant's  Rage  : 
Then  better  'tis  to  hazard  Life  alone, 
Than  Life,  and  Friends,  and  Reputation  too. 

Guife,  Since  more  I  am  confirmed,  I'le  ftand  the  fliock : 
Where  e'rc  he  dares  to  call,  I  dare  to  go. 
My  Friends  are  many ,  faithful  and  united. 
He  will  not  venture  on  fb  rafh  a  deed : 
And  now  I  wonder  I  fhould  fear  that  Force, 
Which  I  have  us'd  to  Conquer  and  Contemn. 

Eriter  Marmoutier. 

Archb.  Your  Tempter  comes,  perhaps,  to  turn  the  Scale,  ; 
And  warn  you  not  to  go. 

Gtafe.  O  fear  her  not, 
I  will  be  there.  [  Exeunt  Archbifhop  and  CardinaL 

What  can  fhe  mean.  Repent  ? 
Or  is  it  caft  betwixt  the  King  and  her 
To  found  me ;  Come  what  will,  it  warms  my  heart 
With  fecret  |oy,'which  thefe  my  ominous  Statefmen 
Left  dead  within  me,  ha !  fhe  turns  away. 

Mar.  Do  you  not  wonder .  at  this  Vif ^t.  Sir  ?  Gujfi. . 
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Gu/fi,  No,  Mada^'/atlafbhave^gainM  the  Poifa-t 
Of  mightieft  Minds  to'  wondet  rtow  at  nothing.  < >;  ; .  t. 

Mzr.   Believe  me,  Gui/e^  'twere  gallantly  refolv'd, 

7f  you  couM  carry't  on  the  iniide  too,. 

Why  came  that  Sigh  uncailM  ?  For  Love  of  me  . 

Partly  p'^vMps',  but  more  for  thirft  of  Glory^ 

Which  now  agetidilates)  it  felf  iii  Smiles, 

As  if  you  IcornM  that  /  iliouldkhow  your  purpole. 

Gu/fe,  I  change  'ttis  true,  becaufe  I  love  you  Hill, 
Love  you,  O  Heav'n,  ev'n  in  my  own  defpignt, 
I  tell  you  all  even  ait  that  very  Moment^ 
Jknov/you  ftraight-befray  me  to  the  King. 

Mar,  O  G^fi^  J  never;  did,  but,  Sir,  /come 
To  tell  you,  I  muil  neYer  fee  you  mfore. 

Gifife.  The  King's  at  B/t^^^  and  you  have  reafon  for't. 
Therefore  what^m  I  to  expe£t  from  pity  ?  - 
From  yours,  /  mean.;  when  you  bGhoid  me  (lain;    :  , 

Mar.  Fir  ft  anlwer  me,  and  then  Tie  fpeak  my  beatt. 
Have  you,  O  Gi^^fe^  fince  your  laft  Solemn  Oaths, 
Stood  firm  to  what  you  fwore  ?  Be  plain,  my  Lord, 
Or  run  it  o're  awhile,  btcaufeagen 
/  tell  you  /  muft  never  fee  you  more. ' 

G/^z/e.  Never !  She's  -fct  on  by  the  King  to.  fift  tne, 
Why  by  that  N^v^r  then,  all '  1  have  fwora 
7s  true,  as  that  the  King  defigns:  to  end  me. 

Mar,  Keep  your  Obedience,  by  the  Saints  you  live. 

Guife.  Then  mark,'tis  judged  by  heads  grown  white  in  Council, 
This  very  day  he  means  to  cut  me  (5fF.    '-'iii  '  Y}\:rxo</ 

Mar.   '  By  Heaven  then  you?r  fprfwbm,'  you?ve  bro&e  your 

Vows. 

Gm/(.  '  By  you  the  Juftice  b(  the  Earth  /  have  not. 

Mar:        By:  yo\i  DilFembler  oCithcworld  you  have, 
I  know  the  King.  :      '  - 

Gui/e,  1  do  believe  you.  Madam-* 

Mar.   I  have  tty'd  you  both. 

Guifi.  Not  me,  the  King  you  mean. 

Mar.   Do  thefe  o'reboy ling  Anfwers  (uit  the  Gu/pj 

But  go  to  Council,  Sir,  there  ihew  your  truth, 

7f  you  are  innocent  youVe  fafe,  butO 

7f  /  fhou'd  cliance  to  fee  you  ftretcht  along, 

Your  Love,  O  G/p/e^  and  your  Ambition  gone,  That 
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That  venerable  Afpecl  pale  with  death, 
1  muft  conclude  you  merited  your  end. 

Gmje,   You  muft,  you  will,  and  fmile  upon  my  Murder. 

Mrr.  Therefore  if  you  are  confcious  of  a  Breach, 
Confefs  it  to  me  :  Lead  me  to  the  King, 
He  has  promised  me  to  conquer  his  Revenge,' 
And  place  you  next  him  •  therefore  if  yx>u'r^  right, 
Make  me  not  fear  it  by  AlTeverations : 
But  (peak  your  heart,  and  O  i^fblve  me  truly. 

Guife.   Madam,'/  ha'  thought^and  truft  you  with  my  Soul; 

You  faw  but  now  my  parting  with  rny  Brother, 
The  Prelate  too  of  Lyom^'h^^s  debated 
Warmly  againft  me  that  I  fhould  go  on. 

Mxr.   Did  /  not  tell  you,  Sir  ? 

Gfiife.   True,  but  in  fpight    \  - 

Of  thofe  /mperial  Arguments  they'tfrg'd, 
/  was  not  to  be  worked  from  fecond'  thought , 
There  we  broke  oft' ;  And,  mark  nie,  if  /  live , 
You  are  the  Saint  that  makes  a  Convert  of  me. 

Mar.  Go  then,  O  Heaven !  Why  muft  7  ftill  fufpea:  you  ? 
Why  heaves  my  Heart  ?  And  why  o'reflow  my  Eyes  T 
Yet  if  you  live  ,  O  Guifi  ,  there,  thereV'tlie  Caule; 
/never  fliall  converfc,  nor  fee  you  more^   '  '  • '  /.    -  | 

Guife.  O  fay  not  fo,  for  Once  again  Tie  fee  yoti,  " 
Were  you  this  very  Night  to  lodge  with  Angels, 
Yet  fay  not  Never ;  for  /  hope  by  Virtue 
To  merit  Heaven,  and  wed  you  late-  in  Glory. 

Mar.  This  Night/  my  LoW,  Pm  a  Reclule  forever. 

G////?.  Ha !  Stay  till  Morning  Tapers  are  too  dim ; 
Stay  till  the  Sun  rifes  to  falute  you  5 
Stay  till  /  lead  you  to  that  difmal  Den 
Of  Virgins,  buried'quick,  and  ftay  for  Ever. 

Mtr.  Alas'!  Your  Suit  is  vain,  for Thavevow^'d  it : 
Nor  was  there  any  other  way  to  clear 
Th'  imputed  ftains  of  my  fufpeQed  Honour. 

Guije.  Hear  me  a  wwd,  one  Sigh,  one  Tear,  at  parting,  ^ . 
And  one  laft  Look ;  for,  O  my  earthly  Saint,      '  ^^"--^^ 
I  fee  your  Face  pale,  as  the  Cherubins 
At  Jda-ms  Fall. 

M.xr.  O  Heaven  I  now  confefs. 

My 
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My  heart  bleeds  for  thee  G^^ffe. 

G^iiji.  Why  Madam,  why  ? 

Mar.  Becaufe  by  this  Difbrder, 
And  that  (ad  Fate  that  bodes  upon  your  Brow, 
I  do  believe  you  love  me  more  than  Glory. 

Guife,  Without  an  Oath  I  do,  therefore  have  Mercy, 
And  think  not  Death  couMmake  me  tremble  thus  ; 
Be  pitiful  to  thofe  Infirmities 
Which  thus  Unman  me,  ftay  till  the  Councirs  o*re  ; 
If  you  are  pleas'd  to  grant  an  hour  or  two 
To  my  laft  Pray'r,  Fie  thank  you  as  my  Saint ; 
If  you  refufe  me,  Madam,  Tie  not  murmur. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  Guife !  O  Heav'n  what  did  I  fay  ?  - 
But  take  it,  take  it,  if  it  be  too  kind, 
Honour  may  pard'n  it,  fince  it  is  my  laft. 

Guife.  O  et  me  crawl,  Vi^e  as  I  am,  anJkifs  [  She  gives  htm 
Your  Sacred  Robe  .  Is't  poflibie,  Your  Hand  !  her  HanL 

O  that  it  were  my  laft  expiring  Moment, 
Fori  fliall  never  tafte  the  like  again. 

Mir.  Farewell  my  Profely te,  your  befter  Genius 
Watch  your  Ambition.  ^  \ 

Guife.  I  have  none  but  you, 
Muft  I  ne*re  fee  you  more  ? 

Mar.  I  have  fworn  you  muft  not : 
Which  Thought  thus  roocs  me  here,  melts  my  Refolves,  \Wteps. 
And  makes  meloyter  when  the  Angels  call  me. 

Gmfe.  O  ye  Ceieftial  Dewes !  O  Paradife  ! 
O  Heav'n  !  O  Joys  !  NeVe  to  be  tafted  more. 

iVl^r.  Nay  take  a  little  more,  cold  Marmoutier^ 
The  temperate,  devoted  M^rmotater 
Is  gone,  a  laft  Embrace  1  muft  beque-ith  you. 

Guife.  And  O  let  me  return  it  with  another. 

Mar,  Farewell  for  ever Ah,         tho  now  we  part 
In  the  bright  Orbs  prepared  us  by  our  Fates, 

Our  Souls  fhali  meet  Farewell  and  lo's  fing  above, 

Where  no  Ambirion,  nor  State-Crime,  the  happier  fpirits  prove, 
But  all  are  bleft,,and  all  enjoy  an  everlafting  Love.    [  £jf//-  Mar. 

Guife  folus, 

Guife.  Glory,  where  art  thou  ?  Fame,  Revenge,  Ambition, 

Where 
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Where  are  you  fled  ?  there's  Ice  upon  my  Nerves  : 

My  Salt,my  Mettal,  and  my  Spirits  gone, 

Paird  as  a  Slave  that's  Bed-rid  with  an  Ague, 

I  wifh  my  flefh  were  off :  What  now !  Thou  bleed'ft 

Three,  and  no  more  I  What  then  ?  And  why  what  then  ? 

But  jufl:  three  drops !  And  why  not  juft  three  drops. 

As  well  as  four  or  five,  or  five  and  twenty  i* 

Page.  My  Lord,  your  Brother  and  the  Archbifhop  wait  you. 

Guife.  I  come,  down  Devil,  ha  !  Muft  I  ftumble  too  ? 
Away  ye  Dreams,  What  if  it  thunder  d  Now  ? 
Or  if  a  Raven  crofs^l  me  in  my  way  :  ; 
Or  now  it  comes,  becaufe  laft  Night  I  dreamt 
The  Council- Hall  was  hung  with  Crimfbn  round. 
And  all  the  Cicling  plaiftery  o're  with  black. 
No  more,  blue  Fires,  and  ye  dull  rowling  Lakes, 
Fathomlefs  Caves,  ye  Dungeons  of  old  Night, 
Fantoms  be  gone,  if  I  muft  dye,  Fie  fall 
True  Polititian,  and  defie  you  all. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Court  before  the  QounciUHall. 
Grillon,  Larchant,  Soldiers  pUc^d  ^  People  crmvding. 

Grill.  Are  your  Guards  doubl'd,  Captain  ? 
Larch.  Sir,  They  are. 

Grill.  When  the  Guife  comes,  remember  your  Petition, 
Make  way  there  for  his  Eminence  j  Give  back, 
Your  Eminence  comes  late. 

Enter  two  Cardinals  ,  Counfellors  ,  the  Cardinal  of  Guife  ^ 
Archbifhop  of  Lyons ,  laft  the  Guife. 

Guife.  Well,  Colonel,  Are  we  Friends  ? 
Grill.  Faith,  I  think  not. 
Guife.  Give  me  your  Hand. 
Grill.  No,  for  that  gives  a  Heart. 
Guife.  Yet  we  fhali  clafb  in  Heaven. 

L  Grin. 
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Gn/L  By  Heaven  we  lliall  not, 
Unlefs  it  be  with  Gripes. 
Guife.  True  Grillon  ftill. 
Larch.  My  Lord. 

G:iife.  Ha  Captain,  you  are  well  attended, 
if  /miftakenct,  Sir,  your  Number's  doubl'd. 

Larch,  AH  thele  have  ferv'd  againft  the  Hereticks, 
And  therefore  beg  your  Grace  you  would  remember  ^ 
Their  Wounds,  and  loft  Arrears. 

Gtiife.  It  fliali  -be  done. 
Agen  my  heart,  there  is  a  weight  upon  thee, 
But  /  will  figh  it  off,  Captain  Farewell. 

[  Exeunt  Cardinal,  Guife,  &c. 

Gritt.  Shut  the  Hall-door,  and  bar  the  Caftle-Gates : 
March,  March  there  Cloler  yet^  Captain  to  the  door.        Q  £jf^ 

SCENE    in.  CounclUBdL 

Guije.  I  do  not  like  my  fel'f  to  day. 
Jrchb.   A  Qaalm,  he  dares  not. 

€arL — Tliat's  one  Man's  thoug^ht,hedares,and  thats  anoth-ers.. 

Enter  Grillon. 

Guife.  O  ALarmoutkr^  Ha  never  fee  thee  moce. 
Peace  my  tumultuous  heart,  why  jolt  my  fpirits 
In  this  unequal  Circting^  of  my  Blood, 
7'Ie  ftand  it  while  I  may,  O  Mighty  Nature  ! 
Why  this  Alarm,  why  doft  thou  call  me  on 
To  fight,  yet  rob  my  Limbs  of  all  their  ufe.  ^Smom. 

Card.  Ha  !  He's  falPn,  chafe  him  :  He  comes  agen-. 

Gu/Je.  7  beg  your  Pardons,  Vapours.ao  more. 

GrifL  Th^Eftea 
€f  laft  Nights  Lechery  with  Ibme  working  Whore* 

E»t€r  RevoL 

RevoL  My  Lord  of  Gui/ey  the  King  would  fpeak  with  youi 

Gmfe.  O  Cardinal,  O  Lyons.,  but  no  more,. 
Yes,  one.  word  more,  thou  haft  a  PriviJcdge      [  To  the  Cardinal. 
To  fpeak:  with  a  Reclufe,  O  therefore,  tell  her, 
K  ijever  thou:  belioJd'ft  me  breathe  again,  T^ell 
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Tell  her  I  figh'd  it  laft  — O  Marmoutier.  [Exit  bowing. 

Card.  You  will  have  all  things  your  own  way,  my  Lord, 
By  Heav'n,  I  have  ftrange^  horror  on  my  Soul. 

Archi,  I  fay  agen,  that  Henry  dares  not  do't. 

Card,  Beware  your  Grace  of  Minds  that  bear  like  him, 
I  know  he  Icorns  to  ftoop  to  mean  Revenge ; 
But  when  (bme  mightier  Mifchief  fliocks  his  Toure, 
He  {hoots  at  once  with  thunder  on  his  wings , 
And  makes  it  Air,  but  hark,  my  Lord,  'tis  doing. 

Guife  within.  ]  Murderers,  Villains ! 

Afchh.  I  hear  your  Brother  s  voice,  run  to  the  door. 

Card.  Help,  help,  the  G////S  is  murder'd. 

Archb.  Help,  help. 

Grill.  Ceafe  your  vain  Cryes,  you  are  the  King's  Prifbneis, 
Take  'em  Dugafi  into  your  Guftody. 
Card,  We  muft  obey,  my  Lord,  for  Heaven  calls  us.  [Exeuftt. 

The  Scene  drxws.  behind  it  a  Traverfe, 

The  Guife  is  ajfaulted  by  Eighty  They  fiab  him 
.in  all  farts  ,  but  mofi  in  the  head, 

Guife^  O  Villains!  Hell-hounds!  Hold:  \^Half  draws  y  his 
MurderM,  Obafely,  and  not  draw  my  Sword,  Sword  ,  is  held. 
DogjLogniac,  but  my  own  blood  choaks  me,  [Flings  himfelf  upon. 
Down,  Villain,  Down,  Tm  gone,  O  Marmofftier.     him  Dies.. 

The  Travtrji  is  drawn. 

The  Kjng  rifesfrom  his  C hairy  comes  forward  with  hisCabinet: 

CoiinciL 

Kjng.  Open  the  Clofet,  and  let  in  the  Council ; 
Bid  T>ugafi  execu-te  the  Cardinal, 
Seize  all  the  Faftious  Leaders,  as  I  order'd,. 
And  every  one  be  anfwer'd  on  your  Lives.. 

Enter  Queen-Mother  ,  foOomd  by  the  CounpJlorsl 
O,  Madam,  you  are  welcome,  how  goes  your  health  ? 
Sjieenm..  A  liule  niem!edj,Sir,  wlmt  have  you.dorje  ? 

IQn^.. 


7^         The  Du\e  of  GUISE. 

KJ^t£^  That  which  has  made  me  King  of  France,  for  there 

The  King  of        at  your  Feet  lies  dead, 

Q^tnm,  You  have  cut  out  dangerous  work,  but  make  it  up 
With  {peed  and  refblution. 

Kjng.  Yes,  rie  wear 
The  Fox  no  longer,  but  put  on  the  Lyon  ; 
And  fince  I  could  refblve  to  take  the  H^ads 
Of  this  great  Infurreftion,  you  theMembefs 
Look  to't,  Beware,  turn  from  your  ftubbornnefs, 
And  learn  to  know  me,  for  I  will  be  King. 

GrilL  'Sdeath,  how  the  Tray  tors  lowre  and  quake,  and  droop, 
And  gather  to  the  wing  of  his  proteftion, 
As  if  they  were  his  Friends,  and  fought  his  Caufe. 

KJng^  loQking}^^,  witnefs,  Heav^nJ  gave  him  treble  warning, 
Hfon  Guife,  5  He's  gone,  no  moredilperfe,  and  think  upon'c, 
Beware  my  Sword,  which  if  I  once  unfheath,  ' 
By  all  the  Reverence  due  to  Thrones  and  Crowns, 
Nought  fhall  atone  the  Vows  of  fpeedy  Juftice, 
Till  Fate  toRuine  every  Tray  tor  brings, 
That  dares  the  Vengeance  of  indulgent  Kings. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THm  Wis  a  Treface  intended  to  thU  Play^  in  Vindication  of  it^  againfl  two  fcuf' 
rilous  Libels  lately  printed:  But  ft  vpch  jud^d^  that  a  Defence  of  this  nature 
tvou^d  require  more  room^  than  a  "Preface  reafonahly  could  aVon?  :  For  this  Caufe^  and 
for  the  Importunity  of  the  Stationers^  who  haflen'd  their  Imprejjiony  ^tys  deferr  d  for 
fome  little  time^and  will  be  printed  by  it  felf.  Mofi  men  are  already  of  Opinion^  that 
neither  of  the  Pamphlets  deferve  an  Anfwer^  hecaufe  they  are  fluff" d  with  open  Falfi- 
ties^  and  fometims  coniradilf  each  other  ^  hut ^  for  once^  they  Jh all  have  a  day  or  two 
thrown  away  upon  them^  though  I  break^an  old  Cuftom  for  their  fah^s^  which  wof 
to  fcorn  them» 


FINIS. 


A  Song  m  the  Fifth  ACT  of  the 
Duke  of  GUISE 


ShefherdejL 


i^llifUliliii^ 


ELL  me  Thirfis^  tell  your  Anguifh, 


life 


why  you  Sigh,  and  why  youLanguifti  \  when  the  Nymph  whom 

^liliiiiiiiilDliliiiili 


i^Miisillliiiiii^^lfi^ 

you  A — dore,  grants  the  Blef— fing  of  Pof— fef— fing, 

li^lirHllliiiiiiliillifeiii 


what  can  Love  and  I  do  more  ?  what  can  Love,what  can  Love  and 

iliiiliiiipliiliifllplil 


^    I  do  more  ?        Think  it's  Love  be-yond  all  meafure, 


A  Song  in  th  Duke  of  Guife. 

i^Mliiiiiiiiiiiiliii 


makes  me  faint  a-way  with  Pleafure ;  ftrength  of  Cor-dial 


may  deftroy ,  and  the  Bleffing  of  Poflefling  kills  me  with  ex. 


cefs  of  Joy.  Thir--fis^  how  can  I  believe  you? 


iiiiiiiilllliiiiiiliSMii 

but  con-fefs,  and  Tie  |brgive  youj  Men^are  falfe,  and 

"li^iiiiiigiiiiiiiiifg^^^^ 

fo  are  you ,  ne-ver  Nature  fram'd  a  Creature  to-  en- 


A  Sm^  in  the  T)uh  of  Guife. 


joy,  and  yet  be  true;  ne-ver  Nature  fram'd  a  Greature 


^iililii-iliiSiligiiiiiii 

to  en-joy,  and  yet  be  true;  to  en-}oy,  and  yet  be 


Soft.  ^  ^Shepherd. 


true,  and  yet  be  true. 

^iiiiililiii 


Mine's^  a  Flame  be- 


iiiiiililiLiiiiiiliiiiii 


yond  ex.— 

-pi— rin^. 

ftill  pof~fef-fing,  ftill 

liiJiliiSllttiiiiiiiliMi 

fit  for  Love's  Im—pe— rial  (^^-^Zi^ 


A  Song  in  the  Duke  of  Guife. 

and  rc — fi--ning,  fUll  the  more  'ti^mel-ted  down.  ^ 

^illiliilliiiiliiiillli  ii 


Chorus  together.         _  ^ 

mmmnmrnmnmm 


Chorus  together. 

■  i=lif  i 

Mm*s  a  Flam  heyqnd  ex-ft-rmgy  fiilL  fof-f<£f-frJgy  fiill  de- 

ii^liiliiliiOilliiiiiiiiii 

J^tna's  a  flame  beyond  ex-fi-rw^,  fiill  fof-fef-fwg^  fiill  de- 


^iiiliiiliiliiiiiitiii 

firing^  fit  for  Love* s  Im-fe-rial Crown \  e-ver  finning^  and  re-_ 

iiiiiilllliliiiliii^iiii 

firings  fit  for  Lovers  Im-fe-rialCrown  y^efVer  fijtning^  and  rC" 


firnrig^  fiill  the  more  *tis  ^    mel  » — ted  down. 

iiliiiiiiiiMiiijiiliii 

p^ing^  fiill  the  mor^  'tis,  fiill  the  more  'tis  melted  down. 
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